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AN IMITATION OF PART OF VIRGIL'S IV. GEORGICK. | 


"RETCH, doſt preſume to aſk an angry God, 
Why thou art ſcourged with affliction's rod! 3 
Tis fon no common crimes the gods aggrieve 
Thy harraſs'd ſoul, if thou wilt me believe; 
The wreaking vengeance they pour down on you, 
Believe me, miſcreant, to thy crimes is due. 5 
Twas wretched Orpheus ſu'd, nor ſu'd in vain : : 
At his requeſt theſe plagues on thee remain. 
Not that thy ſuff'rings e'er have equal been 
To thy unheard- of crimes, as well I ween. 
To Jove his pray'r he ardently apply'd, 
To puniſh thee for his beloved bride, 
Who flying from thy villainous embrace, 
As thro the meads her frighted footſteps trace; 
Fearful of thee ne'er ſaw the ſerpent glide, 
Nor ſooner had ſhe felt the wound than' dy'd: 
| [Inſtead of being by the dryades led 
In triumph to her faithful lover's bed, 5 
itt -> W2-£ 
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Not all the pow'rs on earth combin'd, cou'd ſave 
The maiden wife, or ſhield her from the grave.] 
With piteous cries her maidens rend the air, 

 Bruiſe their ſoft limbs, and tear their flowing hair; 

Vain are their cries, and every effort's vain, 

They never can Eurydice regain. 

The hills and dales reecho to their cries, 

To their complaints ſoft Rhodope replies: 

Thrace, Gebus, Hebrus' ſtreams forget to flow, 

And ſtop me wand'ring as in ſign of woe; 

Orpheus new ſtrings his lyre in plaintive ſtrain, 

T0 ſooth his ſoul And ſeek the fair again, 

His lovely bride he mourns from riſing morn, 
Till Phebus with his beams the weſt adorn 
By love impelPd he ſeeks the gates of hell, 

Nor dreadful Cerberus cou'd” im repel; 
Dauntleſs explores the grove where horrors reign, | 
And ſouls are doom'd to everlaſting pain; 

Urg'd by deſpair his eager footſteps tread, 
Boldly he ſeeks the tyrant of- the dead, 
Whoſe ſlighteſt look can freeze the human ſoul ; 
Vet nothing cou'd his arduous ſearch controul; 
An air he lions the ſpectres throng around, 
And ſtand amaz'd at the bewitching ſound ; 
Miriads of lighted lovers thither haſte, 
And ſigh and groan, at the remembrance paſt. 
Of their ill-fated loves. 
Woes ſimilar doth pity ever move, 


They ympathiz d, cauſe they before did love; ; 
| Exch 


'# ORIGINAL POEMS. 
Each ghaſtly eye is roll'd, each heaves — meagre. 


breaſt, 

In all their geſtures pity ſtood confeſsd © 

Their bleeding hearts were open bar'd to view, 

Not even death can fatal love ſubdue; | 

For ever doom'd to forrow and complain, 

And ever wear love's. adamantine chain. 

Say, tyrant love, what faſcinating ſkill 

Obliges us to love againſt our will? 

Say, by what charms doſt thou in fetters bind, 

And captivate the moſt exalted mind ? 

For fools can neer thy pleaſing fetters wear, 
Strangers alike to love or to deſpair.] 

Quick round the bard advance, of ev'ry fide 
Wives, huſbands, widows, fathers, maid and bride, 
In ſwarms like bees as round their hives they Play, | 
When they their cells forſake in genial May. 

The ſhade of infants which but juſt drew breath, 
And heroes too'who gloriouſſy ſought death; 

With ſons whoſe mothers clos'd their dying eyes, 
All flock around the bard with ſweet ſurprize : 

| Alas! in everlaſting priſon bound, 

By black Cocitus, which doth them ſurround, 

And deadly Styx | in nine large channels ſpread, 
Tremendous thought, confine the &er loſt dead. 

All hell was raviſh'd by his melody, 

And death himſelf forſook his ſtate, to ſee | 

By what enchanting pow'r the ghoſts Were charm! = 
And Lucifer himſelf of bon, o difarm' d. hy 8 
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1 The horrid tyrant for awhile forbore 
C4 To plague mankind, and liſt'ned to his lore. 
| Alecto's ſnakes the ſorcereſs wreath'd around, 

And ſeem'd to liſten to the pleaſing ſound; 

Ev'n ſhe herſelf forgot awhile to rage, 

His pow'rful muſic did her ſo engage. 
I Th infectious ſtreams of deadly Styx ſtood ſtill, 
| And Cerberus to howl had neither pow'r or will; 
| Ikxion's wheel was ſtop'd; the furies ceas'd to teize z 
1 And Pluto's ſelf, his magic numbers pleaſe, 
= At length relents, reſtores the lovely maid, 
5 Such pow'r has words enforc'd by muſic's aid. 
Pleas'd that he had the pow'r of hell o'ercome, 
| Hie haſtes to lead his bride in triumph home; 
Quick for the realms of light he doth prepare, | 
While joyful follows him the beauteous fair; 
On this condition only muſt he paſs, 
The fatal gulph and gates of hell: alas! 
That if one look on her he caſt behind, 
She muſt again to Pluto be conſign d. 
Alas, what laws can lover's eyes ſubdue, 
le ſtops to gaze, and does himſelf undo: 
Beholds the fair transfixed to the place, 
Nor can ſhe yield again to his embrace. 
Now all is loſt, his labour proves in vain, 
Ev'n fate itſelf the fair cannot regainz _ 
© Averne ſhook, thrice fiery Styx reſounds, 
And hell's aſtoniſh'd at the dreadful ſounds : 
Pluto's grim meſſenger the fair one ſeiz d, en 
Nor will a ſecond t time by muſic be appeas'd' - 
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he faints, ſhe falls, her eyes now roll in death, By a 
Thus to her lord ſhe ſpoke | in fault ring breat : 8 
III fated youth! alas! thy eager love 5 
A ſecond time doth me from life remove; 
I feel the griſly monſter's pointed dart 5 
Again aſſail my ever faithful heart. 
Lo here, a ſecond time I yield my breath, 
And once again a victim fall to death : 

: Again I'm ſummon'd to the fatal ſhore, 
Adieu, my love, I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, when from his eager light 8 4 
His dear Eurydice was raviſh'd —_— 7: k 
Frantic he grew with horror and deſpair, 19 8 
The fleeting ſnade purſues, but graſps the empty air. 
Charon he ſues, his ſuit i is all in vain, 5 
He once had paſs d, and muſt not paſs again; J 

What then remains, his eyery joy 1s loſt, 

His love's no more, and all his wiſhes croſs d. 

The pow'r of muſic now again he tries, 

In vain the ferryman his ſuit denies; JE 
Breathleſs and cold in Charon: s boat ſhe grows, | 
Inſenſible of all her lover's woes. 
| The ſhades of death the fair once more explores, 
And melancholy: hails the Stygian ſhores; s 

Nine tedious months the faithful Orpheus roves, | -” 

O'er craggy rocks, thro unfrequented groves; _ 
The baleful ſtreams of Strymon's pois'nous flood 
He does frequent, and o'er his ſorrows brood: 
His loſt Eurydice does all his thoughts employ, 
Thy his heart to happincl and] 1 
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Ev'n things inanimate his numbers move. 
The ſtately oak removes from forth its place; 


And ſtones doth with his melody keep pace: 
Fierce tygers lamb- like dance the bard around, 


And tame as them become by muſic's ſound ; 


In ſuch melodious notes his numbers float, 


As iſſues from the nightingale's ſoft throat; 

When ſome hard- hearted boy her neſt hath tort, 

And from her ſight her callow brood hath borne ; 
On ſome ſharp-pointed thorn ſhe'll ſit and ſing, "mi 


And with her plaintive notes the woods and vallies 


ring. 
The lovelieſtf fair cou d no Uni make, 
Nor wou'd he et a ſecond miſtreſs take : 
In vain with wit, wealth, beauty they aſſail'd, 
None ever o'er his conſtancy prevail d. 
Thro' Scythian fields and dreary wilds he goes, 
And freezing Tanais to bewail his woes; 


Ober icy plains with hail all cover'd o er, 


Lamenting her he muſt behold no more? 


In vain for loſt Eurydice complains, 


Nor feels the force of beauty's pleaſing chains. 
The Thracians lighted thus with rancor burns, 
Love and revenge their em pires take by turns. 
As wine ſtill raiſes ev'ry paſſion high'r, 


Jo be contemn'd ſets vulgar minds on fire; 


By baleful wine inſpir'd, they ſlew the wretched bard, | 
Tear his ſoft limbs, nor his complaints regard. 
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His mangled parts the plain they ſcatter'd oer, 
Then like infernals {ip the reeking gore. 
His tuneful head they into Hebrus flung, 
His dear Eurydice his dying accents-ſung. 
His ſoul, as mounting to its native ſkies, = | 
Fault'ring and faint, Eurydice it crie ; 
Furydics Eurydice, the purling ſtreams reſound, 
While . caught her much loy'd name around. 


=, The fied W ins [ T in this: or any of the mae. 
eſſays, are me 
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WINDMILL-HILL, 


YER has ſung in ſweet mellifluous ſtrains _ 
Of Grongar's-Hill and its delightful plains, 
Its ruin'd caſtle, and its waving woods, 
Its pleaſing meads, and Tovey's winding floods. 
But why, ah! why is Windmill-Hill unſung, 
Why to its beauties is the lyre ne'er ſtrung ? 
Hail, lovely ſpot! delightful landſcape, hail! 
To pleaſe each eye thy proſpect never fail : 
With tranſport we thy diff rent views explore, 
And trace each rural ſcene from ſhore to ſhore. 
Thy proſpect's rich, which court th enamour'd eye, 
Are bounded only by the ambient ſky; 3 
Hills, dales, and woods, with richeſt tints do glow-., 
And flocks and herds enrich the meads below: _ 
In ſplendid robes, great Ceres here behold, 
Clad in a mantle as ſuperb as gold „ 


While | 
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While interſpers*d around her e' er are ſeen 
Enamel'd fields with verdure ever green: 


From this ſide of the proſpect turn your ſight, 
Fair Eſſex' coaſt doth now. invite your ſight ; 


Behold the plenty of its verdant fields, 
Swelling with grain, a vaſt profuſion yields : 


| Behold old Thames majeſtically flow, 
(Gliding along his fertile waters flow; 


fraught, 


See on his waves our ſhips with riches 


Which from all quarters of the globe are brought; 


From diſtant climes, and o'er unbounded ſeas, 


Whateꝰer for uſe or luxury can pleaſe. 
' Theſe are the bleſſings of Britannia's iſle, 
On which great Neptune does propitious ſmile, 


Thy Mill, well known to every jolly tar, 


With heart elate he ſpies it from afar ; 


And ſoon as e'er it meets his longing ſight, 
He hails his native ſhore with great delight; * 
Forgets the toils and tempeſts he has paſt, 


And thinks them well repaid to ſee the Mill at laſt. 


He toſſes now about the jovial can 

Of flip, and drinks to Molly, Beſs, and Nan: 
Content and pleaſure in his face appear, 
After long abſence from his country dear: 


With joy be haſtes his fa write laſs to meet, 


And lays himſelf and treaſures at her feet: 


With her forgets the dangers of the main, 


And till he goes ne'er thinks of them again. 2 


If this my feeble effort ſhou'd arouſe 
Some abler pen thy besurden to eſpouſe; 
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Wich joy I ſhall the pleaſing portrait view, 
But now I bid ſweet Windmill-Hill adieu. 


ON THE DEATH OF HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUKE 
OF YORK, WRITTEN EXTEMPORE WHILE THE M- 
NUTE GUNS WERE FIRING AS THE ROYAL CORPS 
PAST GRAY Wr. 


THAT auful ſounds are theſe ua my 6 ears? 
Alas, my heart! too true are all thy fears; +: 
Tis royal Vork: alas! he's York no more, 
| In duſt he lies whom Britons did adote, 
Behold the laſt remains of royalty, 

Ho ſmall the compaſs where he now doth lie ? 
Who can behold the fatal ſight unmov'd, 

That Cer his king or his dear country loy'd ? 

While he had life, his influenee did extend, 
And his fame reach'd the world's extremeſt end. 
Now fame and grandeur both he hath reſign'd, 
And in this narrow ſpot lies royalty enſhrin'd. 
With reverential awe, ye great, attend, 
And mark with horror York's untimely end; 
Who when alive to kingdoms cou'd give law, 
Let cannot ſtrike the meaneſt now 1 5 awe. 
Ill-fated prince ! cut off in blooming youth, 
Adorn'd with honour, loyalty and truth. _ | 
Griev'd I'm indeed this fatal day to ſe - 
Wuſtrious ſhade, my heart weeps blood for thee, 
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* 
Not all his. native merit cou'd him ſave 
From eruel death or horrors of the grave, 
The prince whom ev'ry honeſt Briton lov'd, 
And was by all the go d and juſt approv'd; 
But envious fate commanded him away, 
Nor wou'd permit him longer here to ſtay. 
Oh! fair Britannia, thou haſt cauſe to weep, 
That in the ſilent tomb he now doth- ep 3 
Who watchful of thy int'reſt, did att | 
To curb thy foes, and-cheriſh ev'ry riend : 
Thy guardian angel, he was ever nigh 
To ſooth thy cares, and dry thy weeping eye. 
Still, ſtill in pity on thee he'll look down, 
Tho' now he wears an everlaſting crown; 
And with his Maker ſhares immortal joy, 
And never-ending bliſs without alley. 
Farewell, bleſt ſhade, methinks I ſee thee ſoar. 
On angels wings, unto thy native ſhore: 
The heavenly choirs their hallelujahs ſing, 
With joy they make the vaſt empyrean ring, 
To welcome thee unto their bleſt abodes, 
There to enrol thee with thy kindred gods. 
My royal maſter dry thy weeping eyes, 
Behold him now enthroned in the ſkies; 
Long mayſt thou live in peace. and joy alone, 
And in thy people's hearts ere& thy throne. - 
Tho' thouſands to thee bow the humble knee, 
There's none of them can love thee more than me: 5 
Tho'I am humble and of low eſtate, wor 
Not all thy courtiers, be they e*cr ſo great, 


Can 
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Can &er more duteous be, or loyal prove; + 
Or honor thee with greater filial love. 
If all thy ſubjects honor'd thee like me, 
Not one unhappy day thou &er ſhould'ſt fee; 
But ſmiling happineſs ſhou'd ſtill attend 
Thy ſteps, and ev'ry ſoul ſhou'd be thy friend. 
Oh! gracious Heav'n, hear my fervent pray” 15 
Still make m ſov'reign thy peculiar care: 
May bleſſings Mill on bleflings guard his crown,” 
And all the world be fill'd with his renown. 


*+- 


IMITATION OF HORACE, ODE VII. BOOK Iv. 


\TERN winter's fled with all his dreary train, 
| And welcome ſpring returns to us again 

Her genial warmih the ſwelling buds expand, 

And verdant graſs and flow'rets deck the land: 

The ſteril earth, which ſcorn'd the pointed plow, 

Yields to its touch, and is new modelPd now: 

The filver ſtreams by! icy ſhackles bound, 

Now liquify and gently murmur round: 

In ſportive mood the wanton fiſhes play, 

And ſeek the ſurface now in ſearch of prey; 
With cager haſte they catch th' incautious flies, 

Which can't eſcape their microſcopic eyes 

The ſprightly nymphs and jolly ſwains advance, 

And oꝰer the meadows form the mazy « dance : . 
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8 The months, at time's command Ales ſwift away, 
. The ſeaſons follow them without delay; 5 

x The hours, as imperceptibly they fly, 

4 Conſumes the day, and teaches us to die. 

bt [ Unthinking mortals ſeize the preſent hour, 


You know not if the next is in your pow'rz 

For who, alas, can hold one moment faſt, 

Or who recall the time that's gone and paſt ! 
Then let us make the moſt of time while here— 
Be juſt, and then we nothing have to fear : 
Whether this hour we yield to heav'n our breath, 
Or ſome years hence are ſummoned by death. ] 
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i With us the days and hours keep equal pace, 

| } And quick as them we run our mortal race: . 
4 The years roll round on time's immortal wing, 
1 And ſummer's uſher'd in by blooming ſpring. 


Then fruitful autumn with her lovely mien, 
Summer ſucceeds, 1 in pompous mantle ſeen : 
Rich pines and peaches tempt the longing eye, 
And cluſter'd grapes invites the ſtanders by: 
With golden grain fair Ceres decks the fie ds: 
| Theſe are the bleſſings which mild autumn yields, 
But lo, ſtern winter hobbles on apace, 
And ſpitefully doth nature's nerves unbrace : 
The grapes fall off, the vintage all is ſpoil'd, 
And of his labor the poor hind's beguibd. 
The moon renews her light her race to run, 
But who can give us light when life is ſpun? 
No ſun nor moon can yield us any light, 
But we re c abſor b'd 1 in everlaſting g night. 


With 


* 
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With Tullus and with Ancus muff we join, 
And all the blandiſhments of life reſign ; 

We muſt in ſhade the ſouls of heroes meet, 
And mingle with the plebeian and the great. 
For death makes no diſtinction; one and all, 
Alike the hero and the coward fall; 


For tho? of wealth and titles here we vaunt, 
. When death appears no favors will he grant. ] 


Who knows but fate decrees, my deareſt friend, 
But that our lives may the next moment end; 
The ſweets of life, do thou, my friend, enjoy, 
Nor let vain care thy peace of mind deſtroy ; 


Enjoy thy time, nor make thyſelf a ſlave 


For thoſe who with thee in the dreary grave: 


The judgment ſeat thou muſt approach, alas! 


hear thy judge the fatal ſentence paſs : 4 


Ihen ' tis not titles, eloquence, or wealth, 


Can thee reſtore again to life and health; 
Ev'n beauty's charms no pow r can reſtore, 


When once tis paſt the fatal Stygian ſhore. - 


| 


Diana, tho' immortal, can't regain 


Her dear Hippolitus, her efforts all are vain 3 


In vain may ſhe her lover's loſs deplore, : 
His doom is fix'd, ſhe ne'er muſt ſee him more.] 


Periothus is bound in fetters faſt, 


And n invulnerable chain will eyer laſt. 


„ 
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The months, at time's command flies ſwift away, 
The ſeaſons folloy them without delay; 
The hours, as imperceptibly they fly, 
Conſumes the day, and teaches us to die. 
[ Unthinking mortals ſeize the preſent hour, 
You know not if the next is in your pow'r; 
For who, alas, can hold one moment faſt, 


_, wi as. ie þ _ 
a> — — — b 
OL e 4 
r LID , = 3 . — 
E _— F £ . - 
> . 2 — 5 * 
r r ee be, ore ec ve ee OR on | 
, « 5 — ; 
* * 
, 
» = , 
-' * Fs 
” 
1 5 . * 
. . 3 
» 
£ 
* 1 
4 . F 


— — - py * — K — . > — 
N a Foe Ip 9 . * N 9 — 


— 
— ne 


i Or who recall the time that's gone and paſt ! 
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Then let us make the moſt of time while here 
Be juſt, and then we nothing have to fear: 
Whether this hour we yield to heav'n our breath, 
Or ſome years hence are ſummoned by death. * 
With us the days and hours keep equal pace, 
And quick as them we run our mortal race: 
4 The years roll round on time's immortal wing, 
"i And ſummer's uſher'd in by blooming ſpring. 
| ©, Then fruitful autumn with her lovely mien, 
Summer ſucceeds, in pompous mantle ſeen : 
Rich pines and peaches tempt the longing eye, 
And cluſter'd grapes invites the ſtanders by: 
With golden grain fair Ceres decks the fields: 
Theſe are the bleſſings which mild autumn yields. 
But lo, ſtern winter hobbles on apace, 
And ſpitefully doth nature's nerves unbrace: 
The grapes fall off, the vintage all is ſpoil'd, | 
And of his labor the poor hind's beguil'd. 
The moon renews her light her race to run, 
But who can give us light when life is ſpun ? 
No ſun nor moon can yield us any light, 
But we're e abſor b'd in everlaſting night. 
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With Tullus and with Ancus muſt we join, 
And all the blandiſhments of life reſign 

We muſt in ſhade the ſouls of heroes meet, 
And mingle with the plebeian and the great. 
For death makes no diſtinction ; one and all, 
Alike the hero and the coward fall; | 
For tho' of wealth and titles here we vaunt, 
When death appears no favors will he grant. 
Who knows but fate decrees, my deareſt friend, 
But that our lives may the next moment end; 
The ſweets of life, do thou, my friend, enjoy, 
Nor let vain care thy peace of mind deſtroy; 


Enjoy thy time, nor make thyſelf a ſlave _ 
For thoſe who with thee in the dreary grave: 
Ihe judgment ſeat thou muſt approach, alas | 


hear thy judge the fatal ſentence _ : 


Then tis not titles, eloquence, or wealth, 


Can thee reſtore again to life and health; 


Ev'n beauty's charms no power can reſtore, 


When once 'tis paſt the fatal Stygian ſhore. 
Diana, tho' immortal, can't regain ; 


Her dear Hippolitus, her efforts all are vain. 


In vain may ſhe her lover's loſs deplore, 


His doom is fix'd, ſhe ne er muſt ſee him more.] | 
Periothus is bound in fetters faſt, 


And Theſens invulnerable chain will e ever r laſt. 
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' ON p. GARRICK, E$Q. * 


HE Samnian ſage his wond'ring pupils told, 
When he to them did nature's laws unfold, 
That all things have a change, but nothing dies, 


And that our ſouls to other bodies flies. 


If then his arguments in this were right, 

Sure Shakbfpeas s ſoul to Garrick took its flight; 
Where it ſhines forth with moſt reſplendent rays, . 
And fills the world with pleaſure and amaze. 


Thou ſon of Shakeſpear, darling of each mule, 


Whom hypercritics enviouſly abuſe; 
To crown thy brows with everlaſting fame, 
Poets unborn ſhall celebrate thy name: 


Grateful poſterity ſhall honor thee; 


As Shakeſpear's name is now, fo ſhall thine be. 
When thou'rt no more, dread thought get free from 
| pain, . 

Thy matchleſs genius ever ſhall remain; 

Thy name and 3 ſhall be by fame enrolld 

In characters of never- fading gold. 

And whereas &er the goddeſs deigns to fly, 

That ſhall accompany and never die. 

Shakeſpear's and thine ſhall ſtill be handed down, 

Immortal laurels ſhall thy labors crown : 

For none, ſave him, e' er ſoar'd to ſuch an height, 

Or blended thus inſtruction with delight. 
„ 
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- *F'was his, with grief or joy, to touch the heart, 
And thine alone his beauties to impart: "Ih 

Give them due energy, and bring to view 

The diffrent paſſions which our ſouls ſubdue, 
But language faints when ſhe attempts thy praiſe, - 
Then ſtop, dull muſe, nor wound it with thy . 
For as thou ſtandſt unequal'd and alone, | 
No muſe ſuch worth can paint but Garrick's | own; 3 
A muſe, whoſe ſtrains harmonious and divine, 
And ſhall n o'er envy, death and t time. 


Thoſe marked thus * have been publiſhed 3 in Ola Lloyd's bun- 
- 1 Poſt.” | 


ODE TO THE FREEBORN SONS or pRITAI, * WRITTEN 
o THE RUMOR OF A WAR IN THE YEAR upcelxx. vr 


\RENCHMEN threaten an invaſion, 
Treat it with contempt and ſcorn, 
Britons, ſeize the fair occaſion, 
With freſh wreaths your brows adorn: 5 
Raiſe your bright ſtandards, haſte to meet the foe, 
And. vanquiſh them cer they can ſtrike the blow. 
See] Britannia's genius wakes, | 
No longer now ſupinely laid, 
Pleaſure's blandiſhments forſ akes, | 
To haſten to the mourner's aid: 
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And none with Britain ſhall his waves divide. 


16 ORIGINAL OEM W.. 
Then boldly follow where his genius flies, 


— 


He'll lead you on to matchleſs victories. 


"HE... 
For Britons ne'er were known to yield. 
But will bravely meet their fate, 
Still keep maſters of the field, 
On glory's wings they'll ſoar elate: _ — 8 


And by freſh conqueſts ſhall convince the world, 
8 That George ſtill reigns where'er his thunder's narrd. 


„ 
Let George but give the royal word, 
No trueborn ſon ſhall ſtay behind, 
But with one heart and one accord, 


1 They'll boldly ruſh the foe to find: 


With blood of foes old ocean ſhall be dy'd, 


. V. 
Happy iſland thus ſurrounded 
By proud Neptune's briny waves, 
George's realms ſhall be unbounded, 
Whereſoe'er his waters laves : 
Empires unknown ſhall own his lenient ſway, 


* 280 ſhall homage, and with joy obey. 


n 

Let the Britiſh lion looſe, 

Soon he'll them will terror fill. 

| Puniſh them for this abuſe, 

And ſhew the world he- $ courage ſtill: 
For free-born Britons ne er can be ſubdu'd, 
While they are maſters of the briny flood. _ 
pc = Rn, {> 
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VII. 
Quick, royal George, unlooſe his chain, 
Shew the world, that thou alone 8 


Wilt reign ſole monarch of the main, 

On necks of kings erect thy throne: 
Teach them no king can e'er ſo happy be, 
As him who governs people brave and free. 


IMPROMPTU, 
ON READING THE Fay OF DIDO IN VIRGIL, 


N lofty ſtrains the prince of poets ſung, 
Eneas' falſe and Dido's cruel wrong; 
Long as the globe its native form ſhall hold, 
So long ſhall Dido's piteous tale be told. 
She to our ſex ſhou'd a memento prove, 
And guard our hearts *gainft what the men call love: 
For oft beneath that wily flatt'ring name, 
The fair one looſes honor, virtue, fame; 
Then like the imprudent princeſs left to mourn, 
Abandon'd by the world, and quite forlorn. 
By all contemn'd, *tis death muſt end the ftrife, - 
When ſhe can find no comfort in this life: WES. 
If honor's loſt, the truly noble mind 
No comfort in itſelf can ever find. 
Ye lovely fair, this uſeful leſſon learn, 
Twixt love and fallacy be ſure diſcern; 
And if you find the latter, truſt no more, 
Thoꝰ you; the dear deceivers ſhou'd adore: 
„ 1Jͤ;õö;: do ORs 
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Nor ſhou'd I now my father's loſs repine. + 
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Better to let your hearts in ſilence break, 


Than ever virtue's flow'ry paths forſake. 


ON THE DEATH-OF A DEARLY BELOVED PARENT, WHO: 
DIED THE III. OF MARCH MDCCLXvs.. * 


ARK! hark ! my ſoul! I hear the fatal bell, 
That rings, my friends, my deareſt, father's- 
knell. 


What keeps thee in this filthy lump of clay, ; 
Why to the ſkies doſt thou not wing thy way? 


And there accompany, in ſpite of death, 

Him thou ador'dft whilſt here he drew his Loan. 
Ah! fee the awful ſight, in ſad proceſſion flow :- 
Behold where all my happineſs doth go. 

Oh ſtay, dear ſhade, and take one laſt adieu; 
Oh hear what fain I wou'd diſcloſe to you! 


Hard fate, to be deny'd a laſt farewel, 
O let me all my griefs to thee reveal; 


Into thy much lov'd-arms, oh! let me come, 


And take me with thee to the ſilent tomb. 
Thou hear'ſt me not: the unembody'd clay 
Is deaf to all that I can do or ſay. 


His ſoul is mounted to his Kindred ſky, 
There to remain to all eternity : _ 
While wretched I in ſilent grief muſt mcurn;. 


For joy to me can ne'er again return. . 


If grief wou'd kill, that lot had ſure been mine, 


But 
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But my too l fate my life doth ſpare, 
Too rend my heart with ſorrow and deſpair. 

If that its true that kindred ſouls above 
Do ſtill their friends and their relations love, 
Oh ſacred ſhade, thy gentle influence ſned, 
And pour down bleſſings on thy daughter's head; 

He ever near to yield me ſome relief, 

 Afiiſt in trouble, and aſſuage my grief: 

While doom'd to ſtruggle thro? this life of Pain, 

Do thou my guardian angel ſtill remain: 

Suſtain my virtue, keep me ſpotleſs ſtill; 
Teach me to bow to Heav'n's ſuperior will. 
What crimes have I committed, gracious heav'n! 
That to my {hare this bitter cup was giv'n? 
Did my heart turn away from ſad diſtreſs? 
Did J not to my little pow'r redrels ? 

And when not in my pow'r to heal its woes, 
My heart ſtill felt moſt agonizing throws? 
What's life? a cobweb, which a fly can break, 
A ſnuff of candle, which the wind can take, 
And in a moment's time extinguiſh quite, 

And leave no trace that ever there was light. 
* What do we live for but for grief and woe, 

And ev'ry kind of ill to feel and undergo ? 
Hold, wretch, nor with thy Maker dare contend, _ 
Who orders all for ſome peculiar end; _ 
Perhaps it is to try thy virtue here, 

And for thy good, tho' it may ſeem ſevere : 

For every one that is of woman born, 


While in this world muſt have ſome cauſe to moidn.: 
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Then with thy Maker's pleaſure acquieſce, 
Bow to his will, and him adore and bleſs. 

My gracious God, I yield me to thy will, 

Do thou direct, and guard, and guide me ſtill : 
Grant from thy laws that I may never ſwerve, 
But while I live thee I may fear and ſerve. 
Guard me, O Lord, while in life's mortal vale, 
Nor let the wicked o'er me &er prevail: 
O teach me, Lord, to know and fear thy ways, 
Let all my life to thee be one continued praiſe. 


ON THE SAME, WRITTEN IN THE MAUSOLEUM AT IN- 
 GRESS, WHERE THE AUTHORESS WENT TO INDULGE 
HER GRIEF, | 


\HIS day three months, death ſtruck the fatal 
blow; - 

That ever more muſt cauſe r mine eyes to flow ; . 
The beſt of parents on that day J loſt, 
With all the happineſs I &er cou'd boaſt. 
Oblations daily to his ſhrine I make 
Of filial tears I ſhed for his dear ſake, 
Some months ago none happier was than me, 
And now a greater wretch there ſcarce can be; 


Bleſs'd with his ſmiles my heart was quite ſerene, 
Nor wou'd have chang'd my ſtate to've been a queen. 
Oh, facred ſhade, if ought thou &er canſt Know, 


Of what thy wretched daughter feels below : 


5 | e With 


With pity o'er me conſtant vigils keep, 
And ſtill protect me waking or aſleep. 
How oft with rapture have my ſenſes hung, 

And liſt'ned to thy dear inſtructive tongue; 
That tongue, alas! which now muſt charm no more, 
The loſs of which I ever muſt deplore: 

But while I live thy dictates I'll obey, 

And practiſe thy inſtructions day by day ? 

What tho' no pompous monuments is thine, 

What tho' no marble figures grace thy ſhrine, 
Thy mauſoleum's fixt within my heart, 

From which thy image never ſhall depart : 

Each day with tears will I bedeck thy urn, 

And while I live my parent will I mourn. 

If in futurity we meet again, 


I then ſhall be rewarded for my pain. 


Good heay'n haſten on th' auſpicious day, 
That from this world removes me far away. 

Oh let me to my much-lov'd father fly, 
And ſhare with him of immortality, 


ON THE SAME, WRITTEN THE III. OF MARCH, 
-: +1 MDCOLXXL -*.- 


"ENCE earthly thoughts, no longer with me ſtay, 
But let me mourn in tears this truly fatal day, 
That raviſh'd my dear parent from my ſight, 
In whom was center'd all my fouls delight. 
_ Ceaſe, buſy cares, and give me leave to mourn, | 
With tears of ſorrow o'er my father's uin. 
Os 1 x | | Yes, 


„* 


22 ORIGINAL POEMS. 


Yes, deareſt ſaint, I ſhed unfeigned tears, 
Tho? thou haſt been enſhrin'd this five long years, 
Still as revolving years by time roll round, 
In tears this day thy daughter ſhall be found: 
Whole ages ne'er can waſh that grief away, 
That lives within my heart from day to day. 
Yes, tho? thy deareſt form is from me torn, 


Thy portrait ever in my heart is worn : 


When I am gay, methinks I ſee thee ſmile, 


As thou was wont, which does my cares beguile: 


If troubled, then thy ſoothing voice J hear, 


To eaſe my ſoul, and dr y the heart-felt tear : 
But in my dreams there am I doubly bleſs'd, 


When thy dear image fully ſtands confeſs'd, 
And ſeems to tell thy daughter to beware, 


And ſhun each vice, and every wily ſnare, 


That may for me by villainy be laid, 
To hurt the peace of a defenceleſs maid. - 


Thy living precepts ne'er ſhall be forgot, 


I'll keep them till, however hard my lot; 


Tho' Pm by treach'rous foes encompaſs'd round, 
PII perſevere, tho? deep I feel the wound. 
*Tis true that they may trifle with my fame, 
Blacken my actions, ſcandalize my name: 

Tet ſhall my ſpotleſs heart unſullied be, 


And from each vicious action ſtill be free; 


Whilſt thou my guardian angel doſt remain, BY. 
Not all the world combin'd ſhall &er give me pain, 


IM 
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IMPROMPTU, 
TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED THE AUTHORESS WHAT 
WAS THE MOST DESIREABLE PRIZE ON EARTH. 


(ONT EN T, my friend, indeed's the greateſt 
-DFIZGs 
That e can poſſeſs beneath the 3 . 
In that alone conſiſts true happineſs, 
Tranquility, and joy, and laſting peace. 
he it our care her footſteps to purſue, 
Whate' er our aims, let her be ſtill in view. 
Let's act with fortitude, and perſevere, 
And we may ſhare her favours whilſt we're here. 
Wou'd you, my friend, the heav'n born goddeſs find, 
She dwells within the great and virtuous mind; 
That mind that meets misfortunes undiſmay'd, 
And tho? the ſtorm rolls on is not afraid: 
Tho' thunders burſt, and hover o'er its head, 5 
It meets its fate, and nothing has to dread: 
Suſtain'd by virtue leaves ſevereſt fate, 
Nor values any's ſmiles or any's hate; 
As well aſſur'd that heav'n will ever guard 
The virtuous heart, and in the end reward. 
For know this truth, and be aſſurd of chis, 
*Tis ſhe alone muſt us conduct to bliſs ? __ 
Think on my precepts when on India's ſhore, 
When you behold the moraliſt no more; 
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Yet grave theſe ſerious maxims on thy heart, 
And from the laws of virtue ne'er depart : 
So ſhall you all the cares of life defy, 


Live calmly, and triumphant die. 


* — 


SERIOUS ADMONITION ro TWO- YOUNG GENTLEMEN, 
FOR WHOM THE AUTHORESS HAD A PARTICULAR 
REGARD. 


EAR youths, if you wou'd happineſs attain, 
Take my advice, nor think it giv'n in vain; 
Keep truth and virtue eer before your eyes, 
And face all dangers to ſecure the prize : 
Virtue and truth for ever will endure, 
And will your laſting happineſs ſecure. 


*Tis they will lead to honor's paths divine; 


Tis they'll conduct you to fair henor's ſhrine, 


Where joy and happineſs for ever wait, 


Splendor, and riches, and a ſmiling fate. 
While vice, tremendous thought ! wil make you feel 


Pangs more ſevere. than thoſe of pointed ſteel. 


The body's wounds may healed be by art, 
But none can cure the wounds which rend the heart. 


For as time flies, the wound till deeper grows, 


And you're confign'd to everlaſting woes. 
Thro' flow'ry paths vice lures you gently on, 


Nor can you ſee her ſnares till you're undone : 
Grief and remorſe await her wily ſnares, 
Poig' nant repentance, unrelenting cares: 


Theſe 


Ever remember, that a life well 
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Theſe are the triumphs of the ſorcereſs vile; . * 
Who ſteals your reaſon, and your thoughts hs 


Ever beware of her deſtructive arts; 
So ſhall you live with eaſe and Jo ful hearts; 


On retroſpection, yields a calm content; 


While vice embitters it with pain and grief, 


For which no mortal e're cou'd find relief. 
Then to the goddeſs daily off rings make, 
And be aſſur d ſhe ne'er will you forſake: 
By her conducted ſhall you rife to fame, 


And glory win with an immortal name; 


To your dear parents will a bleſſing prove; 


And ev'ry heart ſhall you revere and love: 


But if the ſyren voice you will purſue, 
For ever bid to happineſs adieu. 
Beſides, eternity we all ſhou'd dread, 


For who, ah! who can wake the ſleeping dead; 


They nel er can come to tell us what they know, 
If doom'd to laſting happineſs or woe. 


Be juſt and good while you this life enjoy, 


So ſhall you feel unutterable joy: 


My friends, if you thefe ſimple precepts mind, 


You ne'er ſhall fall, tho? all the world combin'd 


| To hurt your peace, for arm'd with virtue's ſhield; 
You cerſhall triumph, and ſhall keep the field. 


8 ; 5 IN 
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INFANTINE, 
TO A ROBIN RED BREAST WHO WAKES THE AUTHORESS 
EVERY one AT BREAK OF DAY. * 


. 
RET TM warbler thus to charm me, 
1 With thy mattens morn and night, 
May diſaſter never harm „„ 
Thou who giv'ſt me ſuch delight: 
From ſoft ſlumbers tho' you wake me, 
Yet I'll not offended be, 
For you full amends do make me, 
With your charming melody: 
While all other birds declining, 
Inly tune the languid throat, 
At waining ſummer vainly pining, 
Thou'rt in health, and in full note. 
: „„ BY 
If when frigid winter chills thee, 
To my boſom thou'lt repair; 
Fl protect thee, and no ill „ 
E'er ſhall feel, but be my care: 
With my hand I'll daily feed thee, 
And from ſtorms defend thee ſtill, 
From thine enemies will lead thee, 
Lovely warbler, ſure I will; 
Once to avoid an enemy, . 
One like thee to my boſom flew; | 
kiſs'd, and ſet the charmer free, 
And juſt the ſame I'll do by you. 


III. 
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III. 

The grateful chanter each morn hail'd me 
In the chamber where I lay, 
But long his notes had not availeg, 

Ere a cat ſtole him away: 
I ſtrove to ſave the little creature, 
In vain to its aſſiſtance flew, 
The cat, a ſavage &er by nature, 
Kill'd it, all that I cou'd do. 
For its loſs I wept ſincerely, 
My heart againſt the cat did turn, 
To ſee her wound what I lov'd dearly, 
And bury in her living urn. 
TD, IV. 
May no ſuch fate await my hat, 
Thou who doſt ſo ſweetly chaunt ; 
A friend than me you'll neer find warmer, 
For I ne'er will fee thee want: | 
But I will thee kindly cheriſh, 
And will thee protect from harm; 
In the cold thou ſhalt not periſh, 
Next my heart I'll keep thee warm. 


IMPROMPTU, | 
ON READING THAT THE KING OF DENMARK HAD SET 
APART SOME TIME EVERY WEEK TO REDRESS HIS 
' PEQPLE'S GRIEVANCES AND RECEIVE PETITIONS, * 


1 


OR acts like theſe were crowns and ſceptres giv'n, * 5 
Kings were delign'd the delegates of r 
= „ „ 


2% ORIGINAL POEMS. 


To eaſe their people's cares, their wrongs redreſs, 
To ſway with juſtice, ſhield them from diſtreſs j 
The pow'r they have by God was ne'er deſign' d 
Fer to enſlave or terrify mankind : 

Kings are but Jove's vicegerent's here below, 

And ſhould like him their bleſſings e' er beſtow. 

Behold a monarch, whoſe imperial ſoul 

The pomp of court or fav'rites can't controul : 

He ſees his people's wrongs with prying eyes, 
And thoſe who cauſe them nobly doth deſpiſe. 
Oh, royal George! him, thy example make, 

Some pity on thy people's ſuff rings take; 
Oh! let thy ſubjects fall before thy throne, 

And all their griefs divulge to thee alone: : 

When with dire grief and poverty depreſs'd, 

Be thou like heav'n to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd ; 

Thy royal ſmiles may many hundreds ſave, 
Of real merit, from the dreary grave 

Or what is worſe, who in oblivion pine, 

Tho' with ſuperior talents born to ſhine : 

But ſunk by grief, by poverty enchain'd, 

Their genius ſleeps; for where the heart IS pain' 'd, 
Each art and ſcience ſickens, pines and dies; 5 
For lib'ral arts the wretched ever flies. 

Ariſe, great king, a nurſing-father prove, 


Each tongue ſhall bleſs thee, and each heart ſhall love; 


Thy deeds ſhall be by all the world approv'd, 

And George be juſtly calbd the well-beloy'd : 

A nobler victory ſhalt thou obtain, 5 
Than chouſand conqueſts over F rance and Spain: : 


* 
— 


Thy 
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Thy people s hearts ſhall one and all be thine, 

And thou ſhalt with redoubled luſtre ſhine : 
Kings ſhall be proud to learn thy gentle ſway, 
Where people, not thro? fear, but love, obey : 
And whereſoc'er fame ſhall her trumpet ſound, 
She'll tell it to the liſt' ning world around; 

Each diſtant clime ſhall fear and bleſs thy fame, 
And every ſhore ſhall echo George's name: 
Kings are rever'd but little leſs than Jove 
For gracious acts the people pay with love; 
Ready each hour to bleed at ev'ry vein, 
Their ſacred rights and empires to maintain. 


ON „ READING THE SHIPWRECK, 


\HY 8 tale, ſweet bard, my foul has 
chard; -- 
And with a ſoft diſtreſs my boſom hath alarm d; 
Who but muſt ſnudder when thy tempeſt's roll, 
And dreadful thunder roars from pole to pole? 
Who can, alas! reſtrain the ſtarting tear, 
When forked lightnings dreadfully appear: 
With horrid ruin to encompaſs round 
The wretch who *ſcapes the fate of being dromitd? 
But who my poignant feelings e' er can tell, 
When thou deſcrib'ſt the pair who lov'd ſo well ? 
Thou faithful maid, thy woes I ſtrongly feel, 
Beyond the pow'r of language to reveal; 
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I with thy griefs ſincerely ſympathize, | 
My heart is pain'd, the tears ſtart from my eyes. 
Oh! cruel love, thou tyrant of mankind, 

Why wilt thou torture thus the human mind! . 


Againſt thy pow'r philoſophy i is vain, 
Nor ſenſe, or reaſon can award thy pain. 


Thou too, Palemon, muſt not go unſung, 


Who with ſuch raptures o'er thy charmer hung. 
Unhappy youth, I feel, I feel for thee, 


In my mind's eye thy dying pangs I ſee: 
For tho' death came in all his terrors dreſs'd, 
He cou'd not rend the fair one from thy breaſt. 


Oh faithful youth! how few there are like you, 


Who keep their vows inviolate and true, 


For man ſtill fickle is, and loves to change, 


And all their joys from fair to fair to range: 


But thou waſt true unto thy lateſt breath, 


Nor cou' dſt ſubdue thy love not een in death. 


Your names ſhall live to ages yet unborn, 


And ever ſtand love's annals to adorn : 
Deteſted gold ! what havock doſt thou make 
That thou ſo many gen'rous hearts muſt break; 


Better thy fatal pow'r had ne'er been known, 
Or been confin'd to ſordid ſouls alone. 


Let thoſe who love thee of thee have their fill, 


Curs'd in poſſeſſion, and be wretched {till : 
To ſuch and ſuch alone thy gifts diſpenſe, 
But leave to love ſweet peace and innocence. 


MORN: 


* 


HFle envies neither emperors or kings: 
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n, 


URORA now wich roſy "4 bright, 
Unfurls the gloomy curtains of old night: 


Behold the difPrent exhalations riſe, 
And paint with varied ſplendor all the ſkies; 


See where the envious clouds are chas'd away, 
Which late in miſts obſcur'd the m day: 
Behold the ſun now riſing i in the eaſt, 

To give new pleaſure both to man al beaſt: 
Hark! thro? the air the little warblers ſing, 


To hail the day, and praiſe their God and king: 
The groves and fields more beauteous verdure ſhew, 


And nature with its richeſt tints doth glow : 
The lucid pearls, which nature does adorn, - 


Enriches, and gives ſplendor to the morn, 


Muſt vaniſh ſoon, for Phebus mounts on high, 
And they muſt quick exhale unto the ſky; 
Where they by Jove's almighty pow'r remain, 
Till he commands them down again in rain: 


Behold the joyful lambkins ſkip around, 
While with their bleating—hill and dale four 100 


The ſhepherd now his fleecy care unfolds, 


And with as pleaſing pride he a WAR 1 


As any eaſtern monarch does to view of 
The mines of Mexico, or rich Peru. 
Thoſe are his wealth, from, thoſe his vleſings ba 
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Periſh thou ſhalt by poiſon, or by ſteel. 
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Contented with his little Aock and ſtore, 
He happy lives, and aſks of heav'n n no more. 


ON e 


HAKESPEAR was true celeſtial fire 
A ſpark he ſtole from heav'n; ; 
He ſung, while angels tun'd the lyre, 
A matchleſs genius unto him was giv'n: 


None like him ever yet was born, 


Nor none, I fear, will be; 
One Phenix did our ifle adorn, 
And that ſweet bard was thee. 


SPEECH OF QUEEN ELEANOR TO FAIR ROSAMOND. | 
ATTEMPTED IN VERSE. 


ERE, fell ck; end thy wicked life, 
Take the reward due to an injur'd wife; 


| Behold this dagger which thy blood ſhall ſpill ; 
Nay, ſtartle not, for know, I'll have my will: 


Thou'ſt robb'd me of my royal huſband's heart, 
For which I'll make thine wanton, ſmart ; 


Or elſe this bowl thy crimes ſhall expiate : 
In vain thou plead'ſt, nought can avert my hate. 


Think not my heart can ſoft compunction feel, 


Then 


8 


ORIGINAL POEMS! 33 


Then take thy choice, and inſtantly comply, 
For thou this moment doomed art to die: 
Thy beauty from my rancor cannot ſave, 

For I one tender feeling will not have: 
Thy faſcinating charms does nought avail, 
Nor o'er my fixed purpoſe can prevail. 
With unrelenting hate I do thee view, 
Therefore prepare to bid this world adieu. 
An injur'd queen thou ſhalt no longer brave, 
And Henry ſhall repent he ever was thy ſlave. * 
Thou fhalt not live to hope thy paramour 
Shall ſhield thee, tho? he did thy charms adore: 
Vengeance I'll take on thy adult'rous head, 
And feaſt mine eyes in triumph o'er thee dead. 
Now take thy choice, behold the poiſon'd bowl, 
Oh, wretch, does horror ſhake thy guilty ſoul ? 
Take it this inſtant, or thy heart Pll wound, 
And ſpurn thy wanton carcaſe on the ground. 


A SPEECH or rue FAIR PENITENT ATTEMPTED. 


E LC OME theſe folemn ſounds chat dae 
| mine ears, 

With all this pomp of horror which appears; 
Theſe ſuit the frenzy of my guilty ſoul : | 

Here may I meditate without controul. 


Here's room for thinking till my brain doth turn; 


This OY n in The He 'ewill not burn. I” 
A0 
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A book here too to teach me penitence, 180 5 ft 
Inſtructing patience —fooliſh trifle, hence. 

Can lazy prieſts, with all their ſubtil art, 

Teach me to feel more anguiſh in my heart? 

The poignant pangs I feel of real woc, 

Exceeds each penance which they can beſtom; 

What charnel rifled for theſe bones has been? 

This vain parade I need not to have ſeen: 
Horrid to me they ſeem, and moſt uncouth; 

But what of that? Suppoſe *twas age or youth 

That once poſſeſs d them, they are not diſmay d 

To ſee this farce that's with their relics play d? 
But here, alas! here is a dreadful ſight, _ h 
Which rends my heart, and doth my foul affright ; 
The dear Lothario, haughty, gallant, gay, 
That lov'd perfidious, a pale coarſe doth lay: 
Ghaſtly he looks, with wounds all cover'd o'er, 
With features grim, and welt'ring in his gore: 
Ah, where is now the luſtre of thoſe eyes, 

That robb'd me of my honor by ſurprize? 

Aſcend, ye phantoms, riſe ye ſilent dead, 

Pour all your baleful influence on my head ; 
Aſſume each dreadful form that frightens man, 
And match the preſent horror if you can. 
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LAST. amen d ae, 


m \ L ſounds, how pleaſing to my heated. 
4 My pangs are o er, Ifeg no grief or ſmart. z 
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Ah! Altamont! I ſoon ſhall ceaſe to be, 

Yet judge not harſhly, but; oh, pity me. 

Had I but ſooner known, moſt gentle youth, 
Thy wond'rous worth, thy excellence and truth; 
We'd both been happy many years to come, 
I'd liv'd with honor, and ne'er met this doom : 
With thee I had enjoy'd a happy fate, 

But all is o'er; alas ! *tis now too late: 

Thou'rt the laſt object that I cer ſhall ſee, 
Mine eyes take pleaſure in beholding thee ; 

Oh ! that my heart I had beſtow'd on you : 
. tk heay' nz my Altamont, adicu. 


AN EPISTLE ro An INGENIOUS FRIEND. 


10 on, fivect bard; lo, here 1 prophety. 
Thou'lt raiſe a laſting name that ne'er mall die] 3 
So ſweet and gentle do thy numbers flow, 
Like placid waters when ſoft zephyrs blow: 
Fully correct, adorn'd with ſolid ſenſe, 
Notions divine, and manly eloquence. 
Had I a pen pluck'd from a feraph's wing 
My pride wou'd be thy innate worth to ſing? 
But tis impoſſible thy worth to paint; 
Words cannot do it, language is too faint: 
But what I want in that accept from me, 8 
The genuine langunge of ſincerity; 8 e e 


The ardent wiſhes of al honeſt heart, 
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5 O let thy angels oer me vighls keep, 
s nd my my pillow WE Lam aſleep: b 
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Oh mayſt thou ever, whilſt thou here doſt live, 
Know all the joys that gracious heav'n can give 6: 


Far from thy heart be each corroding care, 


And mayſt thou ne'er know trouble or deſpair. 


May all thy life be one continued joy, 


And happineſs be thine without alloy. 


So prays thy firm and ever faithful friend; 
Who'll ſo remain until her life doth end ; ; 


And when depoſited within my urn, 
Beſtow one friendly tear, but do not mourn: 
Give to my fame what to it's juſtly due, 


Tis all the favor that I aſk of you. 


Say that within that tomb there lies a maid, 


That &er was ready ev'ry one to aid: 

As far as her abilities wou'd go, 

She wou'd alleviate each mortal's woe. 
Say, tho' much wrong'd, ſhe never wou'd revenge, 


But left to heaven her cauſe to avenge : 
But above all; my ſteady friendſhip praiſe, 


A theme not ev'n unworthy of thy lays. 


Ty . ! | a d 


| EXTEMPORE PRAYER 


H thou W aa 77 
Who fill ſt my heart with life informing blood 
Kew me from all the perils of this night, 

And letnot horrid viſions me affright: 
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In gentle ſlumbers let me ſink to reſt, 
And calm the tortures of my troubled breaſt ; 
And in the morn the praiſes will I ſing 

Of thee my God, my Saviour, and my King. T 


IMPROMPTY, | 4 : 
TA GENTLEMAN, WHO ASKED ME WHAT I COULD | 
COMPARE THE RIVER TO, AS 1 WAS LOOKING ar 
ir, OF A CALM bar. 
JF OU aſk to what the river I compare, 
1 Attend me while I ſpeak this truth, 
*Tis like your ſex, when you'd enſnare 
Our heedleſs and unguarded youth. 
Juſt like this glaſly ſurface you, 1 83 
When ſinking us to ſavess 
But when our honor you ſubdue, 
| More rough than winds or waves. 


SIE my 8 


WE ** READING THE RUINS or ROME, 


THILE « genius — * and arts = ſhall reign, _— 


Dyer, thy ſong immortal ſhall remain = 
1 Thy lofty muſe in Plaintive numbers ſings, ST 3 
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38 ORIGINAL POEMS. 
And tho' like Rome, thou doſt in ruins lie, 

T hou'ſt rais'd a name like her that neer can die; 
For while thy poem ſhall, or Rome be read, 
Thy name can ne'er be numb'red with the dead. 
Thy diction's elegant, thy thoughts ſublime, 
And ſhall withſtand the ravages of time: 
Whoever reads muſt fully have in view, 


Thy lawns, thy landſkips, and thy lambkins too; 
The ſcenes fo beauteous from thy pencil fall, 1 


That we with rapture fir'd behold them all. 

Thy fleecy care we o' er the meadows trace, 

And as they rove, we ſtray from place to place; * 
Full in our fight th? enchanting proſpects riſe,. 


Of hills and dales; of water, earth and ſkies. 4 3 


But who is there but muſt with thee deplore, 
That all thoſe lovely proſpects are no more? 
Who but muſt feel a reverential awe, 

For her who once to all the world gave la? 
Who but her ruin muſt commiſerate, 

And drop a tear for her unhappy fate? 

By magic numbers we deluſion feel, 


Beyond all human power to reveal. 
With energetic fire, it warms the heart, 


And gives more bliſs than I can well impart; 


With emulative thought it does my heart inſpire, 


And makes me wiſh for more than mortal fire. * | 
Oh! cou'd I borrow but one rag from thee, | A 


Then like thyſelf immortal ſhou'd I (es 
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ADVICE TO A: FRIEND. 


HILE you dear friend the paths of vice ce purſue, 
You bid to real happineſs adieu; | 


BR or tho? of liberty you boaſt and brave, 


Believe your friend, you are to vice a ſlave, 

And while ſhe lures you, 'tis but to enchain, 
And lead you on to horror, grief and pain; 
The time will come, when ſhe will you deſpiſe, 
And o'er your ſufferings will tyrannize. 

Then you'll repent in tears when tis too late, 
Will curſe the ſorcereſs, and repine at fate. 

Be warn'd in time, my friend, to ſhun the ſnare, 
That in the end will bring you to deſpair : | 

For oh ! there's no repentance in the grave, 


No mortal power can you protect or ſave ; 


From the juſt vengeance due to injur'd heav- n, 
Therefore repent in time, and be forgiv'n. 


IMPROMPTU, ; 
o READING. THAT HER MAJESTY REPEATED. THE 
TWO FOLLOWING LINES TO A LADY. 


Be good yourſelf, nor «think another 8 — 
Can raiſe Foun, merit, or adorn your name. 


\OR this alone, | gracious queen, 1 name bn 
Shall ſtand enrolled i in the hog of fame; 
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My royal miſtreſs, wou'd all judge- like thee, 
How bleſs'd and happy human-kind wou'd be: 
Merit wou'd flouriſh, bitter rancor ceaſe, 

And every boſom feel content and peace. 


TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED ME WHERE. HAPPI- 


NESS WAS TO BE FOUND. 


OU aſk me where you happineſs ſhall find, 
I'll tell you friend, *tis only in the mind; 


It is not ſtore of gold, or outward ſhew, 


That can convey true happineſs to you. 
Let ſtormy paſſions neer your mind control, 


But meet all changes with a placid ſoul; 
Learn in your ſtation to be quite content, 
And thank kind heav'n for the good it has lent : PE 
So ſhalt thou laſting happineſs enjoy, 
Which neither time or my can deſtroy. 


TO A GENTLEMAN WHO TOLD ME HE DOUBTED oF 
THE IMMORTALITY oF THE SOUL, 


He. impious wretch | how dar thou have a 


thought, 


That with ſuch ills unnumbered mult be fraught? 
Go view the dying, and the diffrence ſcan, 
Betwixt the virtuous and the vicious man. 


* 1 * * 
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* be good with tranſport calmly: yields his breath, 
Sm at his dart, and triumphs over death; 
As well aſſur'd, that to his wiſh is giv'n, 
To ſhare with angels all the joy of heav'n. 
Now turn your eyes to where the wie cked lies: 

8 Behold his heart- felt pangs and agonies ; 

See his nerves work, his kye- balls how they glare, 
His ſoul is rack*d with horror and deſpair. 

Fain from th* avenging hand of heav'n he'd fiy, 
But all in vain, he ſees no ſuccour nigh : 

Too late he feels the all-correQing od, 

Dies in diſpair, and curſes &en his God. 

Say, what is man, that God ſhou'd on him look, 
Or write his name in his eternal book? 

A reptile worm, but for his ſaving grace, 

That dares not look his Maker in the face: 
Involv'd in ſin,” with crimes all cover'd of er. 

Yet has he giv'n thee will him to adore; 

And if thou wilt, all evil may'ſt eſchew, _ : 
And ev'ry vicious paſſion may'ſt ſubdue. © © 
Elfe, why poſſeſs d of an immortal ſoul, 
If *twas not given our vices to controul? 
Tell me, thou athieſt, ſolve this mighty doubt, 
At once reſolve what man wou'd be without 
This heav'n- born ſpark of true celeſtial flte, 
Which to thy coft muſt live and ne' er expire. ” 
Say, would'ſt thou hot be level with the brute ? 

Lou anſwer not, you ſhudder and are mute. 5 | 

I What, mighty champion ! Sure thou'rt not afraid, * 
5 To accept a challenge from a ſimple maid? © 


_ — 
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Pl tell thee then the foul to man was giv'n, 
To give him here a foretaſte of that heav'n; 
Where he ſhall ſurely fly and enter in, | 
If in this world he conquers guilt and fin. | 
Save thoſe which our firſt parents did entail - 
Upon their race, of theſe we cannot fail, 

Of theſe we muſt partake, which cauſes all our woe; 
And this too fatal truth, alas ! we know. 

| Yet reaſon ſure each paſſion may command, 
If we againſt them make a noble ſtand. 

None need be vicious, if not fo inclin'd, 

Tho? to allure them all the world combin'd : 
No, tis their inclination makes them bad, 
Reaſons abſorb'd, and they are ſurely mad. 


oO THE DEATH OF THE MOST NOBLE AND" TRULY 
HONEST MARQUISS OF GRANBY. 


TT gracious God, is Granby's ſpirit fled, 
And in an inſtant number'd with the dead? 4 
Surely I dream, ah! no, it is too true, 
His honeſt ſoul has bid the world adieu: 
Elſe why theſe boding ſighs, theſe ſtarting tears, 
Perturbed ſpirits, and heart-chilling fears. 
Yes, tis too true, Britannia mourns with me,” 
Her darling fon who fought for liberty : 
Whoſe loyal heart &er bean d each kind of ill, 
To guard her rights, and to ra her ſtill; 
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Equal alike in ſenate or in field, 
| To give good council, or the word to wield ; 
Foremoſt at all times to mantain her laws, 
Or bleed each vein in his lov'd country's cauſe 
With manly eloquence, devoid of art, 
He ſpoke the dictates of his worthy heart; 
Not ſway'd by int'reſt, or corruption vile, 
Stranger to fear, to cowardice, or guile; 
Placid and mild as is the ſummer's morn, 
When bright Aurora doth the ſkies adorn; 
To all who did his king and country love, 
But terrible unto their foes did prove. 
Relentleſs death, thou'ſt ftruck the fatal blow, 
Which cauſes every honeſt eye to flow; 
To call him hence, when all the world's in arms, 
And dire Bellona with her loud alarms, 
Makes Europe ſhake : Who ſhall his place ſupply _ 
And lead our gallant troops to victory  . 
Who like himſelf will prove the ſoldier's friend, 
Redreſs their wrongs, and them from want defend 7 
But whither wou'd I ſoar, a pen divine | 
Shou'd picture forth ſuch innate worth as thine. 
All I can do, 's to ſhed the grateful tear, 
Oft real anguiſh Oer thy ill-tim'd bier; 
Thy native fortitude to imitate, 
Which roſe ſuperior to the frowns of fate. 
Oh! bleſſed faint, with filial love look down, 
Protect thy king, and guard his ſacred crown: 
And as in life thou did'ſt thy ſov'reign love, 
Be now his genius, thy affection prove; 1 
e G . Be 
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Be ever near him to protect and guide, 
Then George may ev'ry hoſtile foe deride, 


ON READING AN ACCOUNT OF AN EARTHQUAKE, 


REMBLE ye mortals, learn to. fear the Lord, 
Who mighty is whene'er he gives the word: 
What mortal can the almighty pow'r command ? 

Or who can fly from his avenging hand? 

From human ills we may our perſons guard, 
But from omnipotence there's none the blow can ward; 
He gives the word, the world with anguiſh groans, 
Farth trembles to the center, nature moans : 
Mountains and piles, which ſeem'd to kiſs the ſkies, 

At his command an heap of ruins lies : 5 
The earth diſparted, opens wide —_— | 
And ſwallows all things in the vaſt profound. 
| Dreadful the thought | with ſins yet unforgiv' n. 

How ſhall ye ſee your Maker's face in heav'n? 

Oh think, ye erring mortals, whilſt you're here, 

At his tribunal loan ye muſt appear: | 
Repent your crimes, and all your follies leave, 
Believe a God, or you yourſelves deceive; 

Then ſeize the preſent moment and reclaim, 

And lowly reverence and fear his name : 

So ſhall your ſouls elated be on hig, 

And nothing fear, tho? light'nings round you fs, 
Tho? earthquakes ſhake the vaſt expanſe mund, 

And thunders roar with their terrific ſound: 
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Yet ſelf. approv'd the great event you'll wait, 

And ſteadily reſign'd will meet your fate. 

Not ſo the ſinner in this awful hour, 

Appall'd he ſtands, nor has he ev'n pow'r 

To lift his thoughts unto his God on high, 

But as he liv'd, does a blaſphemer die. 

Fly they cannot, for vain is human ſkill 

To guard or fave them from impending ill ; 

Trembling alive, all o' er they find a tomb, 

And are enſhrin'd within their mother's womb. 

But, ah! his ſuff'rings are not here to reſt, 

Caſt out from heav'n, diſcarded from the bleſt; 

Condemn'd to ſuffer to eternity, 

Involv'd in tortures-that can never die. 

Then think by times, and lift your ſouls to heav'n, 
And you of all your ſins will be forgiv'n. 


ADDRESS TO THE LADIES OF ENGLAND. 


100 long, alas! too long, ye Britiſh fair, 
Has dreſs and nonſenſe been your only care; 


To reaſon deaf, and to conviction blind, = = 


You've loſt the chain by which you led mankind. 
Inſtead of thoſe embelliſhments that charms: . 

And courts the man of honor to your arms; 4 1 
Thoſe charms, ye fair, that does your minds improve, 
And links the chain of everlaſting love; FI 
Thoſe charms to which each moment add new Wt. 
And wil ſuryive the beauties 8 
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Which imperceptibly doth fleet away, 

And when in prime is haſt' ning to decay. 

Each noble ſentiment's abſorb'd in you, 

While pleaſure's paths you heedleſsly purſue. 
Cards, routs, coteries, op'ras, balls and ſhews, 
The only bus'neſs of your lives compoſe : 
Callous to all the ſoft conjugal ties, 

Your litany 's, your huſbands to deſpiſe: 

' Your offspring too muſt feel your dire neglect, 
For you their bodies nor their minds reſpect: 
Scarce will you deign on them to caſt an eye, 
But ſtill from ſcene to ſcene of folly fly. 

Jour duty tis to lay the gen'rous plan, 
Inſtil thoſe thoughts that conſtitute the man: 
Still o'er their infant minds to keep a guard, 

To puniſh vice, and virtuous acts reward. 
For ſhame: awake! the hiſtoric page explore, 
Recount thoſe heroes Rome and Athens bore, 
With Greece and Sparta, and you there will find 
A glorious pattern for all womankind. 


Twas they inſtructed them by nobler rules 


Than dull pedantic leſſons learn'd at ſchools: 

They form'd the hero, ſenator, and king, 

As grave hiſtorians write, and poets ſing: 
Tho' now their aſhes in oblivion lie, 

Their native worth and names can never die: 

Long as this tranſient globe its frame ſhall hold, 

Their names ſhall laſt by fame and time enrolPd. 
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SPEECH | 
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SPEECH OF FAIR ROSAMOND TO KING HENRY, 


H my 7 lov'd lord, etl "Oe than my life, 
Leave me not here, expos'd to care and ſtrife. | 

Conſider well, &er you from me depart, 1 

What arts you us'd to gain my virgin heart: 

A heart unſullied, free from art or guile, 

Till *twas betray'd by thy bewitching ſmile. 

Think that to thee I yielded up my charms, 

And loſt my honor in thy royal arms. 

My life, my love, whom I muſt &er adore, 

Too true, I fear, I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more : 

Tho? providence ſhou'd guard thee in the field, 

And heav'n ſhou'd thee from ev ry danger ſhield; 

Ne'er more thow'lt ſee thy Roſamond alive, 

When thou art gone, I ſhall not long ſurvive. 

My gracious lord, while ſuppliant here I kneel, 

Words cannot paint the poignant griefs I feel; 

Behold my tears, mark well theſe weeping eyes, 

And ſee my ſwelling boſom torn with ſighs: 

My ſoul's alarmed with ten thouſand fears, 

My utt'rance fails while I'm diffolv'd in tears. 
Forgive me thus to wound thy royal breaſt, =» 
But know, my heart a ſtranger is to reſt : 

Thy ſafety too fills me with racking fer, 
For thou, dear lord, art all that I hold dear. | | . 
I am a wretch ought not to be forgiv n, WEL 

And i have incurr'd the wrath of heav'n. 

va 
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Vengeance to my deteſted crimes are due, 
But gracious heav'n avert its wrath from you: 
The fatal ſtain which on my honor lies, 


Has made each virtuous fair one me deſpiſe. 


No one to fave or own me can I find, 


But baniſh'd from the world and womankind ; 
The favors I've received from your grace, 


Has me eſtranged from my noble race: 
Diſown'd by all, a wretched outcaſt, I 


Have nothing left to do but mourn and die. 


I tremble for the vengeance of the queen, 

Better for you and me I neꝰ er had been. 

My griefs are too confuſed to explain, 

Yet not without juſt grounds do I complain : 

Lo, here I give into your royal hand 

The fatal ſcroll, by which you'll uriderſtand 

' Your much wrong'd queen your Roſamond doth hate y 

Behold in this the meſſenger of fate. | 

While thou waſt near, I with indifference _ 

Thought on theſe threats, but now thou muſt from 
de, Rec, 

And leave me here: . ſhall I find a fiend? ? 


Or who will one fo loſt as me defend? 


My ruin's near, nor can I ward the blow, 
Think it not falſe, the truth too well I know: 
Too truly doth my throbbing heart preſage, 
1 fall a victim to the queen's juſt rage. 
My deareſt life, oh! leave me not —_ 

Involv'd in ills, a certain death I find: 
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My fears to thee muſt truly be confeſs'd, 

My heart recoils at death in terrors dreſs'd. 
Yet when I die, this glorious fate 1s mine, 

I in thy love unrivalled did ſhine. 
Triumphing then, this world PII bid adieu, 
An envied fate, ſince I mult die for you: | 
For thee I liv'd, and thee I lov'd alone, 

Then welcome death when royal Henry's gone. 


THE TRAVELLER. A FABLE. IMITATED. 25 


Weary tanie worn out with care, a 
Oppreſs'd with hunger, and in deep deſpair; 1 
Fainting he caſt around his languid eyes, | 
But nothing ſees but land and ambient ſkies : 
Penſive he moves, and to himſelf thus ſays; 
Alas! I here muſt end my wretched days; I 
No hopes of food : lo, here I welcome death, n "2 
And on this fatal pot reſign to heav'n my breath. | 
Wild with deſpair, he traverſes the ground; , _ 
After much toil and pain, an hedge he found, 
With nuts o'ergrown, to it he quickly makes, 
And in his hands the flatt'ring fruit he takes. 
But mark the fallacy of human joy, 
What falſe appearance does our peace deſtroy. , 
Eager he cracks, but nothing in them finds 
But duſt, which fleeting flies before the winds. 
At length ſome beauteous apple-trees he ſees, 
The Gght of which his fainting ſpirits pleaſe : . 
2 | | H C ">" 


The lovely fruit ſo tempting was to ſight, 
It filPd his heart with rapture and delight. 
Thank heav'n ! he cries, my joys are now compleat, 
Jof this charming fruit may ſafely eat: +854 
My thirſt *twill cool, my hunger will "5 
Then with freſh vigor I'll purſue my way. 
| This fruit divine has lovely to behold, 
»Poͤqinted with beauteous red and burniſh'd gold; 
| He taſtes, but to his great ſurpriſe and grief, 
Theſe too deny'd the traveller relief: 
They wildings were, and nothing wou'd produce 
But acid liquor, which is call'd verjuice. 
Again deceiv'd, to heav'n he ardent prays, 
' To grant relief, or end his wretched days: 
HAeav'n heard his pray'r, and him directed ſtrait 
Unto Palemon's hoſpitable gate; 
Ile enters in, his ſorrows quickly end, 
And all his cares are healed by a friend. 
MORA. :::: 
While thro” life's ſtormy ſeas we ſteer, 
| Alternate are our hopes twixt joy and fear: 
Hut mortals, know no real joys you'll prove, 
Unleſs your firm reliance is above: 

»Tis heav'n alone will ſuccour to you grant, 
Relieve your woes, and you ſecure from want. 
Then let this maxim dwell in ev'ry mind, 

Whatever ills we meet to be to heav'n reſignd. 


* 
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MAN'S LIFE is DARK, AND MISTY ALL, AND IN THE 
DARK OUR FORTUNES MEET US. 
| ANON YMus. 


ANe's life indeed is dark and miſty all, 
And where there's one treads ſure, there's 
twenty fall; 

By vice and headſtrong paſſions led aſtray, 
They blindly ſteer, and often loſe their way : 
With eager haſte promiſcuouſly they run, 
Nor ſee the fatal ſnare till they're undone : 
Then with repentant tears, when *tis too late, 
In bitter anguiſh they repine at fate. 
But to avoid theſe ills, let virtue lead, 
And everlaſting joy will ſure ſucceed, 


THE BEAUTIES OF INGRESS. * 


E ſacred nine, aſſiſtance I implore, 
Oh guide my quill, and let my genius ſoar; 
To Ingreſs, bleſs'd retreat! I tune my lays, | 
Tis Ingreſs? beauties that I fain wou'd praiſe. 
 Howe'er unequal to the taſk deſign c 
PI ſtrive to paint thy beauties to mankind : 
If plung'd | in ills, and overwhelm'd with care, 
Wov'dft thou be happy, thou muſt ſeek it here. 5 | 
„ | 2 Here, 5 


- 
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Here, when thou wand'reſt thro? theſe bleſs'd abodes, 
The haunt of angels and of demi- gods: 
Thy mind, tho' rack'd with ev'ry kind of ill, 
Shall feel a calm, and grief itſelf ſtand ſtill, 
To view the beauties of dame nature's face, 
And ſee her thus adorn'd with ev'ry grace. 
Here artleſs nature's beauties are reveal d,. 
Nor does the goddeſs ſtrive to be conceaP'd : 
Her latent charms ſhe here preſents to view, 
And her ſole aim is but to pleaſure you. 
Where horrid chaſms did of late affright, _ 
Indulgent nature hides them from our ſight ; 
And cliffs on cliſfs in ruins heretofore, _ 
Are now with beauteous verdure cover'd o'er. 
As you walk on, freſh beauties here you meet, 
And own *tis nature's maſterpiece compleat. 
Here Flora all her choiceſt bleſſings ſheds 
O'er hill and dale, and ſweet enamell'd meads. 
Thence turn your eyes o'er yonder verdant fields, 
And ſee the bleſſings which great Ceres yields : 
Lo there in ſtate behold the goddeſs borne 
High in her car, o'er fields of bending corn, 
With peace and plenty following in her train, 
Rewards the tiller's care for all his pain. 
See, far as can the human ſight explor "SER 
Old Thames meand” ring 1 8 the winding more, 
With his attendants grac'd, and with him bones - 
Wealth from all nations, tribute from all kings. 
On his proud waves our fleets in triumph ride. 
Our grcateſt glory, and our greateſt pride. 


Here 
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Here ſhepherds feed their flocks at early dawn, 
And tender lambkins ſport upon the lawn; 
The lowing kine, with joy the milkmaid meets, 
And to her hand preſent their ſwelling teats. 


While the fweet choriſters throughout the grove, 


In ſounds melodious tune their notes to love : 
Theſe are the ſcenes for contemplation fit, 
To try the genius, and improve the wit. 

Oh let me ever wander here unknown, 

To all the world, but to my friends alone. 
When you behold the beauties of the whole, 
Lou ſee an emblem of the owner's ſoul : 
By nature great, without the help of art, 
Noble his mind, and generous his heart; 
He wipes the tear from off affliction's eye, 
And ſhields the wretch that's doom'd to miſery ; 
He. ſooths the heart, and with a lenient hand, 
Bids care be gone, which flies at his command. 
If worth on earth is heav'n's peculiar care, _ 
Oh! great Jehovah hear my ardent pray'r ; 


Oh, keep him free from ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 


While *tis thy will that he ſhou'd here remain: 
And as his bleſſings he diſpenſes here, 
May he be bleſs'd in thy celeſtial ſphere ; 


— 


5 


May he in heav'n the force of friendſhip prove, 


And ſhare the bleſſings with the bleſs d above. 
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ON HER MAJESTY. 


. 


O thee, great queen, I tune the votive lyre, | 


Thy real virtues does the muſe inſpire; 
Pardon, O royal fair, an humble muſe, 


Who wou'd thy portrait draw; nor thou refuſe, 


The tribute to thy excellencies due, 
And noble ſentiments that's found in few. 


Thrice happy iſe, that's rul'd by ſuch a queen, 


In whom each amiable virtue's ſeen; 

The tender mother, and indulgent wife, 

The joy and comfort of my ſov'reign's life: : 

At all times eaſy, affable, humane, 

Still ready to relieve the wretches pain. 

In friendſhip fteady, candid and ſincere, 

Who to thy ſubjects muſt be ever dear; 
Malice, thy ſpotleſs character can't taint, 
Thou reign'ſt a queen, yet liveſt like a faint. 
O wou'd each fair, example take by thee, 
How great and happy wou'd this iſland be ? 

Glory and happineſs, and fair renown, 


My much lov'd country wou'd adorn and crown, A 


But Britiſh fair to diſſipation run, 


Their lord's unhappy, and themſelves undone, _ 


For ſhame ! by royal Charlotte pattern take, 
Return to virtue, and your crimes forſake. 
Let your chaſte miſtreſs your example prove, 
Then all mankind ſhall you revere and love; 


. 
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Lo did I ſay, indeed they will do more, 
For all the ſex will love you and adore. 
Oh, may the years as they ſucceeding roll, 
Still add new happineſs t Charlotte's foul; 
Still as the flceting hours are rolling round, 
May ev'ry joy and bleſſing thee ſurround. . | 
Long may'ſt thou live, thy people to protect. 1 50 
And they return thee duty and reſpect: * 
Then ſhall the golden age again return, 
Bleſs'd in thy ſmiles, the people ne'er can mourn : : 
Then ſhall thy ſubjects Is peans ſing, 
To lovely Charlotte, and our gracious king. 
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WRITTEN IMMEDIATELY AFTER A STORM, WHEREIN 
1 HAD A MES, SINGULAR | ESCAPE FROM THE 
LIGHTENING, * | i 


TOW awful are thy Pp Rang Lily: Lord = 
Tremendous all, wheneer thou giv'ſt the word: 
At thy command the heav'n's ſeem on fire, 

And ſick*ning nature's ready to expire. 
How nobly terrible thy thunders roll, 
And ſhake the vaſt expanſe, and fright the ſoul ? | 
With what rapidity thy lightning flies, 
And fills us ſinful mortals with furprize ? 
The black'ning elouds and cataracts of FN, c 
| Seem as if Chaos wou'd return again 
All nature groans, and the affrighted world, 
Expects in deep oblivion to be hurl'd. 
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Yet never let the good and juſt deſpair, 

For virtue {till is heav'n's peculiar care 

If conſcious to thyſelf thou know'ſt no n 
Thou'lt meet thy fate expiring with a ſmile. 

If by the forked light'ning thou ſhould'ſt die, 
Thou'lt ſooner reach to immortality ; - 

Thy Maker's preſence ſooner ſhalt explore, 
And live in joy and bliſs for evermore: _ 
Then know thyſelf, and put thy truſt in heav'n, 
And ev'ry bleſſing unto thee is giv'n. 


BE this my motto and my fate, 
Hated by knayes, and knaves to hate. Darprv. | 


IMPROMPTU, 
or READING THE ABOVE LINES, 


* AY I by 3 and fools be ger deſpivd;” 1 
And only by the truly virtuous priz' d. 


IMPROMPTU, | 
TO A PERSON WHO WAS RIDICULING HIS NEIGHBOURS. 


\EARCH all the globe around, you'll never hey! 

A perſon that from faults is wholly ee: | 

For me, this maxim will I hold alone, 
To wink at others, and corre& my own. 
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IMPROMPTU, 
TO A GENTLEMAN WHO RALLIED ME ON WEEPING 
FOR THE DISTRESS oP A POOR WOMAN. 


Y heart was form'd i in nature s ſofteſt mould, 
Nor can my pity ever be controuPd : 

Oh! were my means effulive as my heart, 

The wretched never ſhou'd from me depart 

Till I had gently ſooth'd their hearts to reſt, 

And heal'd the wounds by which they were diſtreſs dz 

But tho” I cannot lend to them relief, 

Yet muſt I e'er participate their grief: 

For them my friendly boſom heaves the ſigh, 
For them th' ſoul rending tear burſts from my eye; 3 

If 'tis a fault, you'll pardon me, my friend, 

Since tis a fault I never can amend. 


YES, ſhe ſhall teach thee how to ſoar, 
Higher than e' er thou did'ſt before; 

On airy pinions ſhalt thou riſe, 

In wide excurſions thro! the ſkies : 

Shalt learn to walk the heav'nly road, 
That leads to truth's divine abode; 
Tutor'd by her, thou'lt learn the arts, 


Of Saining heads, and conqu ring hearts. I 
Buxur of Miacauly, 


OR ; Vegi 
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RENT, from our ſex thou doſt deſerve all praiſe, 

B Therefore accept the tribute of my lays; 

In this licentious age, there's few like you, 
Will give to female merit its juſt due. 

If we have ſenſe, they with ſarcaſtic ſmile 
Intimidate, and wou'd us fain beguile 

Of all the underſtanding that we have, 
Becauſe our minds they'd artfully enſlave. 
But thou the ſexes champion art ſtepp'd forth, 
And quite impartial, own'ſt ſuperior worth 
In fair Macauly, who ſhall ever ſhine, 
With unremitting luſtre near divine? 

Wou' d all the ſex encourage us like you, 

More real merit in us ſoon you'd view; 

By you protected, females ſoon wou'd ſoar, 
And ev'ry art and ſcience wou'd explore. 

This I with truth aver, the more we know, 

The greater happineſs we can beſtow ; 

For in your ſearch thro? life, you'll ſurely find, 

No; joy from an uncultivated mind. 

Then, if you'd have us bleſſings prove to vou. 
Give us your aid, ſuch ſtudies to purſue; 

As will ſubdue our minds, and civilize; 

But ceaſe your ſatyr, nor do us deſpiſe. 

For heav'n gave us an immortal ſoul, _ 
And we like you, each foible can controul. 

By reaſon bleſt, with education's aid, 
You'll 2 . your efforts "al be full repaid t 8 


For 
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For all the improvements you -on us beſtow, 

We'll ſweeten life, while you remain below. 
But if in ignorance we e'er remain, Tat "3 4 
You'll ſurely with us drag a heavy chain; Ky 7 
Then nip us not like an untimely froſt, 

| Leaſt you in us, find all your wiſhes croſs'd. 


ADVERSITY's a ſchool, wherein were taught, 
To form and regulate the growing thought. 
Lavy Denon. 


E S, charming fair, I muſt with you agree, 
The ſchool of virtue, is adverſity; _ 
Philoſophy it teaches to the mind. 1 
And learns us to meet troubles quite reſign'd, 
However ſome may boaſt of happineſs, i 
Thy neer can taſte it till they've felt diſtreſs 3 
Then with redoubled force, they feel the joy, 
And nothing can their peace of mind deſtroy. 


WRITTEN IN NOVEMBER. 
T length ſtern winter ſhews his rugged face, 
And bids defiance to the human race; _ 
Now, blooming ſummer, with his train is fled. 
And o'er the earth the wither d leaves are ſpread. 
Black ſtorms now threaten, clouds deform the flcies, 
And all things now looks dreary to our eyes; 


E s Old 
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Old age with bitter ſighs and groans complains, 
How much the wintry blaſts augments their pains. 


Ev'n ſprightly youth, the force of winter feels, 


And in their youthful veins, the blood almoſt congeals. 


When from the vaſt empyrean ſnow deſcends, 


And raging winds the earth's dark caverns rends; 


When ruthleſs froſt the earth's gay boſom locks 
The loving kine, the tender harmleſs flocks, 


And feather'd race, all, all partake of woe; „ 


No herb or berry can ſhe then beſtow: | 
With unrelenting hand, it ſtops the ſprings, 


And threatens famine to all living things. 


In this ſad ſcene, all nature ſeems to ſleep, 
And death in triumph rules the wat'ry deep: 
In this dire ſeaſon, ſhall the juſt deſpair ? ? 


Ah, no! for innocence is heav'n's beſt care: 7 


Hope {ti 1 awaits and ſhews them better fate, 7 


Pointing to ſpring in all his regal ſtate z 


Who comes with plenty i in her jocund train, 
To give us joy, and eaſe us of our pain: 


Then gloomy mortals, ſhall with pleaſure ſing, 


Adieu cold winter, hail the genial ſpring. 


PART OF THE LAMENTATION or FINGAL, 
ATTEMPTED IN | VERSE. 


Fa 


O, on this ſea-daſh'd rode with ax" 0 'ercome, "uy 


My love-ſick * us d oft times to roam; J 
F. om 
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F rom ev'ry eye ſhe wander'd here alone, 
To things 1 inanimate to make her moan : _ 
Dreadful and piercing were her frequent ci gries, 
Which rent the air, and echo d thro' the Kies. 8 
Nor cou'd I, tho I with'd 3 it, lend my aid, 


Or give relief to the unhappy maid: Fd by 5 ＋ 


All night I ſtood diſtracted on the ſhore, | | 
And heard her plaints till they were heard no more. 
Loud blew the winds which harrow'd up my ſoul, 
While cataracts of rain a-down the mountains: roll: 


Long &er the morning dawn'd, her voice grew weak, ; 


She fainting Jay, and had not pow r to ſpeak; _ 
Like to the murmurs of the ey ning breeze, 
When it glides gently o'er rocks, graſs, and trees: 5 
So was the lovely maid, when nature tir' d, 


= O'crcome with grief, ſhe ſilently expir 1 1 


Oh potent death] come rive a parent's heart, 
Quick let me from this cruel world depart: 
Make haſte to come, and ſtrike the fatal blow, 
And by my much-loy'd daughter lay me low. 


0 THE EARL OF, von. K 


2 


* * 23 


. 


y lord, if friendlbip claims the au lays, | 
L They to your lordſhip laſting fare gy 
raiſe. 
Hall, ſacred friendſhip! W hen * Gre! 
Thou ſhoy'dſt be ſung by AFL 5 than mine: 


. Wh en 
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When in a Beſborough thou deign'ſt to ſhow 

That Jove has ſtill ſome ſubſtitutes below. 

Ah! noble Beſborough, how few like you 
Encourage merit, and protect it too: 

Who like the ſun's refreſhing influence, 

With open hands thy bounties doth diſpenſe. | 
No venal views can ſhake thy ſteady ſoul, 

Or from thy purpoſes thy mind controul : 

Like a firm oak, amidſt the ſtorms of ſtate, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unmoy'd, ſerenely good and great. 
My grateful heart to thee ſhall tribute pay, 7 
My grateful heart ſhall ever bleſs the day, 
When Beſborough did kindly condeſcend 

To patronize me, and become my friend : 
While the celeſtial ſpark ſhall warm my frame, 
While my pulſe play I celebrate thy fame: 

And when to heav'n I ſhall reſign my breath, 

PII bleſs 1 name, and Pray Bad thee 1 in death 


1o0⁊ñßðĩvéC?ê'0 Q — 


| ADIES, if you wou'd really wiſh to charm, 
Let gen'rous fentiments your boſoms warm; 
To cheriſh merit be your conſtant care, 

Theſe are employments worthy of the fair ; 
Never ſuperior worth depreciate, _ 

Nor it purſue with unrelenting hate; 

But give to real worth what to it's due; 

Of others Judge, as heay' n ſhall Judge of you; 


Let 
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f Let! not your wiles, like an untimely froſt, 
Your ſex depreſs ; you'll find it to your colt, | 
You'll ne'er by it a gen'rous heart obtain, 
For men of ſenſe ſuch ſervile arts diſdain ; 
For tho? thro? envy, or ſome private grudge 


6 


You blacken them, men for themſelves will judge : 


If they have honor, they will you deſpiſe, 

And hate you, if you others ſcandalize: 

Like a contagion they will from you fly, 

You'll live unfriended, and unpitied die. 

But with fair truth and honor for your guide, 
You to protect will be their greateſt pride: FS 
Exalt your thoughts, on truth's fair pinions ſoar, 
Then women will approve, and men adore. 


A RIDDLE. 


AM a moſt ſurprizing creature, 

As &er you ſaw in art or nature; 
Sonttinnn like man, I'm made of earth, 
Sometimes Peru doth give me birth; 
Sometimes opake, and ſometimes clear, 
Oft- times in wood I do appear; 
Sometimes moſt richly am emboſs'd, 
And then it is Pm valu'd moſt : 
Becauſe of more intrinſic worth, 

Then noble hands do hold me forth: 
Sometimes oblong, and ſometimes round, 
And rene in divers ſhapes ar am found: 
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When in a Beſborough thou deign'ft to ſhow 
That Jove has ſtill ſome ſubſtitutes below. 
Ah! noble Beſborough, how few like you 
Encourage merit, and protect it too: 

Who like the ſun's refreſhing influence, 
With open hands thy bounties doth diſpenſe. 
No venal views can ſhake thy ſteady ſoul, 


Or from thy purpoſes thy mind controul : 


Like a firm oak, amidſt the ſtorms of ſtate, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unmoy'd, ſerenely good and great. 
My grateful heart to thee ſhall tribute pay, 

My grateful heart ſhall ever bleſs the day, 
When Beſborough did kindly condeſcend 

To patronize me, and become my friend: 

While the celeſtial ſpark ſhall warm my frame, 
While my pulſe play I celebrate thy fame: 


And when to heav'n I ſhall reſign my breath, 


I'll bleſs thy name, and pray for thee in death. 


| ADIES, if you wou'd really with to charm, 
Let gen'rous ſentiments your boſoms warm; "_ 


To cheriſh merit be your conſtant care, 


Theſe are employments worthy of the fair ; 
Never ſuperior worth depreciate, _ 

Nor it purſue with unrelenting hate; 
But give to real worth what to it's due; 


| | Of other a judge, as heav'n ſhall judge of you. 


t 


And Proteus- like, in divers ſhapes am \ found: 
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| Let not your wiles, like an untimely froſt, 


Your ſex depreſs ; you'll find it to your coſt, | 


You'll ne'er by it a gen'rous heart obtain, 


For men of ſenſe ſuch ſervile arts diſdain ; 


s — 


For tho? thro? envy, or ſome private grudge. 


You blacken them, men for themſelves will judge : 
If they have honor, they will you deſpiſe, 


And hate you, if you others ſcandalize : 
Like a contagion they will from you fly, 


You'll live unfriended, and unpitied die. 


But with fair truth and honor for your guide, 


You to protect will be their greateſt pride: 2 
Exalt your thoughts, on truth's fair pinions ſoar, 
Then women will approve, and men adore. 


- "&. RIDDLE. 


1 AM a moſt ſurprizing creature, | 


As e'er you ſaw in art or nature; 
Sometimes like man, I'm made of earth, 
Sometimes Peru doth give me birth; 
Sometimes opake, and ſometimes clear, 
Oft- times in wood I do appear; 
Sometimes moſt richly am emboſs d. 
And then it is Tm valu'd moſt: _ 
Becauſe of more intrinſic worth, 

Then noble hands do hold me forth : 
Sometimes oblong, and ſometimes round, 
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Oft when Pm empty you are dull, 

But always chear your hearts when J am full. 
What J contain your ſenſes often ſteal; 
If you are wiſe my name 1 ſoon reveal. 


AN on E R. 


Now, erik if you Talch the world abookd, 
No ſuccedaneum 'cari for me be found : 

Eben potent gold, which all things elſe can buy, 

I laugh to ſcorn, and all its pow'r defy, _ 

And oft: times where it does the moſt abound, 

My gentle influence the leaſt is found. 
Oft- times I eaſe the faithful lover's grief, 
And by my charms adminiſter relief : 

But when moſt courted I deny my aid, 

And fly his preſence like the cruel maid, 

That is the cauſe of all his pain and ſmart, 

Who by her pow'r enchains the loveſick heart. 

In vain of me he does affiſtance crave, 53 

I ſight his pray'r, and fly the wretched ſlave. 

I'm ever found where innocence does dwell, 

And reiga triumphant in the humble cell: 

But to the villain I am ne'er a friend, 15 

Unvwilling I his footſteps do attend: 

And if by chance I my attendance drigh, 

It is but to increafe the wretches pain: 

I fill his ſoul with horror and affrighht, 

And haunt his guilty conſcience like a ſprite. 
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But to the honeſt and the virtuous mind, 

[ am the greateſt bleſſing e' er deſignꝰd 

By gracious heav'n, to diſſipate their care, | 
Improve their health, and keep them from deſpair. 


ANOTHER, 
HO! 1 juſt portraits give of all mankind, 
I uſe no pencil, and myſelf am blind; 
And yet, kind Sirs, I am no conjurer, 
As I aſſure you thouſands can aver, 


* 3 
TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUKE OF CUMBERLAND, - 


| ON READING SOME ANECDOTES OF HIS LATE UNCLE. 


L EN RY, if thou wou'dſt win a : laſting name, „ 
H And to poſterity tranſmit thy fame: ES 
Be like thy late dear uncle, good and great, 
Who ſav'd his country from impending fate; 
Who fought with honor in Britannia's cauſe, 
And ſnatch'd her from the proud invader's jaws. 
Culloden's plains to future times ſhall tell 
What traitors by the ſword of juſtice fell: 

When dire rebellion rais'd her forked head, 
And oer our country devaſtation ſpread. 
When fierce Alecto hurPd her ſnakes on high, 


And with her malice threaten'd earth and icy: 58855 
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Who then amongſt our countrymen were found, 
Who 'gainſt the rebels dar'd to ſtand their ground? 
Not one, till thy immortal uncle went, 
Who found his army low and almoſt ſpent ; 
But chear'd by him, their valour they reſume, 
And in an inſtant thouſands meet their doom : 
And yetlike Jove, how mercifully good, 
The royal hero was to ſave their blood ? 
Soon as he ſaw their ardour *gan to ceaſe, 
He gave. the word, and bade the carnage ceaſe, 
Let us remember his humanity, _ 
How meekly he addreſs'd the deity ; 
When he ſurvey'd the bodies of the ſlain, 
And ſaw them ſcatter'd o'er the ſanguine plain. 
Let it in time's great annals ſtand enroll'd, 
Let it to ev'ry diſtant clime be told, 
That God-like pity fill'd his royal breaſt, 
And to Jehovah he this pray'r addreſt: 
Lord, what am I, that thou ſhou'd mindful be 
Of me, when here ſo many ſlain I ſee? 
What am I more than they, that thou ſhou'dſt ſave 
Me, when ſo many here have found a grave? 
Whether in council, camps, or courts, he ſhone, 
His country's int'reft fill'd his breaſt alone: 
He death and danger nobly did withſtand, 
And by his courage ſav'd a ſinking land. 
His private virtues too we muſt adore, _ - 
His hand was ever open to the poor: ; 
To ſuccour merit was his conſtant care, 
But to che world the villain' s heart he'd bare. 


Abt, 
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Be thou like him, thy king and country's friend, 
And 'gainſt their enemies their cauſe defend: 
Convince mankind, that whilſt thou doſt inherit 
His titles, that thou wilt enjoy his merit: 

Be thou like him, and thy great name ſhall ſoar, 
And fame ſhall watt the ſound from ſhore to ſhore. | 


* 


IMPROMPTU, = | 
TO A GENTLEMAN WHO SAID HE WAS AFRAID HE 
COULD NOT HAVE SPIRIT TO GO ON WITH SOME- 
"THING HE HAD UNDERTAKEN. 


HE willing mind each ardent path explores, 
Surmounts all obſtacles, and nobly ſoars ; 
Greatly it dares, and boldly will purſue, 
Until at length it gains the point in view : 
Then neyer droop, for in the end you'll find, 
That fortune to your merit will prove kind. 


TO THE SAME, ON HIS SAYING HE WAS FRIGHTENED 
| AT. THE THOUGHTS OF GOING THROUGH LIFE, 
AND YET WAS TERRIFIED AT THE THOUGHTS OF 
DEATH, . 


ou- D you the fon of life or death deſpiſe 
Your mind you ever muſt fawiliarize | 


To chink on them, then leſs important, they 
6 Inſenſibly will vaniſh and decay. 


Ka EE bu 
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Let this be &er your thought, that cares may come, 
But ever be prepar'd to meet your doom: 

- So ſhall you, *gainſt all ills, your boſom arm, 

1 | And tho? wick: cares depreſs'd they ſhall not harm. 
þ 7 Your ſoul invulnerable ſhall remain, 

Nor care or death ſhall ever give you pain, 


Theſe thoughts, my friend, with hope's the only cure, 
For all the ills poor mortals do endure. 


, ANSWER TO THE TWO FOLLOWING LINES PINNED IN A 
CAP OF MINE» 


MAY the wit of Apollo and Sappho conjoin 'd, 
Adorn the bright fair for the wearer Nga d.* 
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o ings 4 but J hope that my mind 
Will ever to virtue and honor be join'd : 
Then if it pleaſe heav'n the other may follow, 


Viz, Sappho's bright wit, and the fire of Apollo. 


— 


— = —— 

my — OSS 1 
5 „„ „ 2 
n . 


PARODY ON THE ROVER FIXED. A SONG. 


„ 

IKE yonder bee, from flow r to flow , 
My fickle mind to pleaſe; '\& 
I rov'd, {till changing ev'ry oe,” „„ 
Yet found mY ar at eaße. [ts ee e 
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50 II. 
But when dear Celia by ſurprize, 
My roving heart did gain, 
I drank rich poiſon from her eyes, 
Reſiſtance prov'd in vain. 
e Woe Re IT. 
The dazzling beauties of her mind, 
She careleſsly diſplay'd; 
To her I all my heart reſign'd, 
And lov'd the charming maid. 
IV. 85 
Transfix'd I ſtood, the lovely fair 
A ſudden conqueſt gain'd; 
Her looks, her words, her voice, her air, 
My ſoul in fetters chain'd. 
V. c 6 
Teach 1 me, you ſauins: who love like ey N 
To gain th exalted fair; | w 3 
Or I muſt &er unhappy be, oo KJ 
And die in deep deſpair. 521 208 


nikon ru, ä | 
on READING AN EPIGRAM IN THE PAPERS, THE 
XXII. OF ene MDCCLXX, | | 


v beav 7 2 hy bg, and 2 my country. 


AY no domeſtic ftrife our peace invade, / 7 
Ot Britain * her ſons be e er betray d: 
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Still may ſhe keep her enemies in awe, 

And give to diſtant nations peace and law. 

Long may ſhe reign ſole miſtreſs of the waves, 
And ſhew the world that Britons wont be ſlaves ; 
Oh! gracious heav'n, hear thy ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Oh! make my king and country ſtill thy care; 
Oh! may they all their enemies ſubdue, 

_ And may her ſons to her prove, ever true. 

Revere your king, with him join heart and hand. 
Then you alone may all the world command ; 
And force all nations' this great truth to own, 
You neer can fall but thro? yourſelves alone. 


ON THE DEATH or A BIRD. 


LAS! poor bird, chou mewit the uncertain 


ſtate 
Of mortals, doom'd to unrelenting as, 
But yeſterday thou tookꝰſt thy airy flight, 
Yet victim fell to death eer cloſe of night. 
On ether's wings thy plumy pinions flew, 
Nor thought to life, ſo ſoon to bid the adieu ; 
But in the midſt of all airy joy, 
The fatal tube did all joys deſtroy. - 
Tho? by the wound thou met'ſt not inſtant death, 
But doom'd ſome hours in pain to draw thy 8 
Juſt ſo it is, with frail and mortal man, 


W hoſe face's TOR, and wn en ai 7 
d eee | EEELFEEYJ 10 With 
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Perhaps e*er night becomes to death a prey; 
Since beauty, eloquence, no one can ſave, 
But all muſt yield unto the ſilent grave; 
Or, if not by a ſudden ſtroke we're ta' en; 


7 


With joy he wakes and hails the new-born 8 


We are doom'd to live perhaps whole years in pain: 


Dreadful alternative we undergo, 

Of ſudden death, or years of pain and woe. 
My fav'rite friend, this leſſon learn of me, 
To keep prepar'd for eternity; 

So ſhall you meet your fate, and calmly ſmile, 
And of his terrors, death himſelf beguile. 


FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


Fx much ſurpriz'd a man of ſenſe like you, 
Denies to human nature its juſt due; 
Know there are ſome that in all arts excell, 
Of writing, ſpeaking, and of acting well; 
Who write with energy and ſolid ſenſe, 

And can converſe with greateſt eloquence : 


. \ 


Who nobly dare, nought can true genius bind, 


Or can enfetter the exalted mind: 


Whoſe ſole ambition greatly is to ſoar, 
And every art and ſcience to explore; 
Whoſe noble's fouls by emulation fir d, 
And with each virtue all their thoughts inſpir d. 
Believe me, Sir, there's many I cou'd name, 
Who by their genius are arriv'd to fame; 


| That: 
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That by the hand of moſt indulgent heav'n, 


Have univerſal genius to them giv*n. 

Reſolve this queſtion, tell me was not man 
Form'd on the Maker's moſt exalted plan? 
Then think you the great maſter cou'd deſign, 
Him who was modell'd by his hand divine: 
To be for ever ſtupid and deprav d. 
And be like the dull animal enſlav'd ? : 
No: fate deſign'd mankind for greater things, 
And knowledge from a thouſand ſources ſprings ; 
Heav'n gave the pow'r, induſtry muſt ſupply 
That ſtore of knowledge which can never die. 
Thus, Sir, to you my ſentiments I've told, 
And hope for this you will not think me bold; 
Great nature's laws I ever will maintain, T 
When ſhe's deſpis'd, it ever gives me pain. 


| FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A GENTLEMAN WHO "WROTE 
A BITTER SATYR AGAINST WOMEN, AND SENT TO 
A FRIEND OF MINE. © 
J friend informs me, you're a worthy man, 
But to believe it true, I ſcarcely can; 
For I ſhou'd think, that in his ſenſe, no man, 
*Cauſe ſome are bad, wou'd vilify all women. 
If from the vicious you've receiv'd a wound, 
Sure 'mongſt the ſex ſome merit may be found. 
Some virtuous fair, that's form'd by honour true, 
Who keep their dignity in ſpite of you : | 


* 
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Know there are ſome the greateſt rakes can awe, 
And to the boldeſt of you all give law. 


When ſuch you find, I hope yow'll frankly own 
The rules of decency you have out-gone : 


And ſure will bluſh for being ſo uncivil 

In giving all our ſex unto the devil. 

If ſenſe you have, I hope for your own ſake 
Henceforth you will ſome ſmall diſtinction make 
Twixt vice and virtue, and you ſoon will prove 
The difference *twixt vice and virtuous love. 
If ſenſe directs, and virtue guards the fair, 


Lou may depend they're worthy all your care; 


They'll eaſe your cares, and ſooth your ſouls to reſt, 
And you will find yourſelf ſupremely bleſt : 
But fly the vicious, ſhun the ſyren's arms, 


She'll ſteal your health by her deſtructive charms. 


My council take, and to my words attend, 
Seriouſly ſtrive your follies to amend. 


Farewell, ſatyric Sir, adieu, adieu, 


Be good and happy, and each vice ſubdue ; 


If fo, tho? to me you are quite unknown, 


My heart a friendſhip for you cer ſhall own. 


THE MARQUIS OF GRANBY'S BIRTH-DAY. 


ROM every Briton's breaſt be far away — 
Each anxious thought upon this joyful day; 
For ever bleſs'd and ſacred be the morn, 


When to Britannia ſuch a ſon was born; 


=: | | Whoſe 
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Whoſe honeſt heart can ev'ry danger brave, 
Reveres his king, yet ſcorns to be a ſlave. 


Oh may thy breaſt, by love of glory fir' d, 
Still keep the path that heav'n has inſpir'd: 


Still may thy gen'rous heart with ardor glow, 
To cruſh each hydra that is Britain's foe. 


| Great Albion ſhall this day forget her care, 


And for her hero ſhall a wreath prepare 


Of never-fading laurel, and ſhall crown 
Thy brows with laſting honor and renown. 


Long may'ſt thou live, revolving years to ſee 


Thy country happy, an dher people free: 
With ev'ry bleſſing may'ſt thou ſtill be crown'd, 


And thy great name to diſtant realms reſound. 


ON HER MAJESTY, 


"NOME ev'ry muſe, aſſiſt the glorious theme, 
Let me drink deep of Helicon's clear ſtream z | 
Above Parnaſſus' foot I fain wou'd ſoar, 


And ev'n its greateſt heights I wou'd explore. 
No common ſubject does my thoughts employ, 


But gracious Charlotte, Britain's pride and joy: 
Her ſhining virtues *tis I fain wou'd paint, 


But much, I fear, the portrait will prove faint : 


For all the pow'rs of you and me conjoin'd, 


Can neer diſplay the beauties of her mind. 
Phenix unmatch'd, the glory of our iſle,” .- 
On me, thy humble ſlave, propitious ſmile. - 


My 


- 
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My honeſt praiſe, great queen, do not diidain, 
But to accept it of me, kindly deign : | 
Tis not thy ſplendid titles I revere, 
No, *tis thy virtues that I hold moſt dear : 
Birth is but fate by gracious heay'n deſign” d, 
Tis ours alone to form the noble mind. 
Oh, royal. Madam, dar'd I emulate | 
A mind like thine, Fd aſk no more of fate. 5 
Oh! wou'd to heav'n my ſex were all like thee, 
Each wedded couple then wou'd happy be: 
Their days be crowned all with mutual love, 
And wou'd reſemble moſt the bleſs'd above. 
Bleſs'd with good nature and with ſolid ſenſe, 
Juſtice and mercy, mild benevolence: 
Blended with native ſweetneſs of the dove, 
Which from all hearts command reſpect and love. 
Thrice happy thoſe thy royal ſmiles may ſhare, 
Were I ſo bleſs'd *twou'd keep me from deſpair : 
Thy bright example ſtil] ſhou'd be my guide, : 
And I ſhou'd fortune's ſmiles or frowns deride : 
Thy actions ſtill ſhou'd &er my pilot be, | 
To guard and guide me thro life's ſtormy ſea. 
Goon, great queen, a pattern for the world, 
And whereſoe'er Britannia's thunder's hurl'd, 
To the moſt diſtant realms and foreign ſnore, 
Fame ſhall record thy ſacred name all o'er. 
When this great globe ſhall all in ruins lie, 

Angels well pleas'd, ſhall waft it to the ſky. 0 K. 
Long may'ſt thou live, the muſe thus bade me aug, 
To guide thy people, and to bleſs the *r 1 

1 Who 
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Who from the weight of empire and its toils, 

Flies for relief to thy enchanting ſmiles : 

In thy ſweet converſe moſt ſupremely bleſt, 

Thou ſooth'ſt his cares and lull'ſt his ſoul to reſt. 
Oh, gracious God, attend unto my pray i 
Show'r all thy bleſſings on the royal pair: 

Oh may no ills ariſe to damp their joy, 

Or worldly cares their peace of mind deſtroy : - 
May diſcord, foreign and domeſtic, ceaſe, 

And all their days be crown'd with joy and peace : 
Still by their bright example, let them ſhew 
They really are thy ſubſtitutes below. 


ODE, ON READING HIS MAJESTY'S FIRST SPEECH FROM | 
THE THRONE. 


\O George's name J une the votive lyre, 

Join, loyal Britons, chorus in my ſong, 
"Tis George's virtues ev'ry breaſt ſhou'd fire, 
| A patriot king that ne'er can do no wrong: 
Huzza, brave Britons, hail your gracious king, 
With acclamations make the nation ring. 

I ES 
Behold the father of his people comes, 
Meet him, ye people, and with loud acclaim, 

In lofty ſtrains with trumpets, fifes, and drums, 
Your monarch's virtues to the world proclaim : 
He comes, by juſtice grac'd, to rid you of your fears, 
To give you comfort, and to dry your tears. 
* III. 


* 2 
— 
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| | III. 

Behold in him the delegate of God, 

Born to rule o'er you with a gentle ſway; 

Not like thoſe kings who rule with iron rod, 

And take their ſubjects liberties away : | 

But George will e' er your liberties maintain, 

And bafle al the arts of France and Spain. 
CHORUS. 

By bim ont peace ſhall ever ſmile, 

And heav'n ſhall favor Britain's happy iſle, 

Plenty again ſhall bleſs our fav'rite ſhore, 

Domeſtic diſcord too ſhall be no more: 

Harmonious love ſhall wave his ſtandard high, 

While George's name o'er all the world ſhall fly. 

Then hail, ye Britons, in loyalty join, 

Drink a health to your king and the proteſtant line. 

Confuſion to thoſe who our peace wou'd deſtroy, | 

And rob our dear country of honour and joy: 

Then to all foreign nations this truth ſhall be known, 

In your hearts George the third hath erected his 


throne. g 
IMPROMPTU, 
ON HEARING A LADY READ SOME PASSAGES IN 


SHAKESPEAR. 5 
RPHEUS aids things inanimate to move, 
And by his harmony inſpir d to love: 


* 
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But had he heard thee read, he wou'd by choice, 
Have dropp'd his lyre to liſten to thy voice. 
What tho? his ſkill in muſic was divine, 
To touch the ſoul, harmonious B-— is thine z 
Ol]! cou'd great Shakeſpear from his tomb ariſe, 
What admiration mix'd with ſweet ſurprize; 3 
His ſoul muſt feel to hear thee thus explore, 
| And trace the beauties of his heav- nly lore : 
With extaſy, he to the world wou'd own,  _- 
That all his thoughts were wrote for thee alone. 


IMPROMPTU, 
ON READING THE FOLLOWING LINES FROM. VIRGIL. | 


wITH me retire, and leave the pomp wy courts;i 
F or humble —— and rural ſports. | 


I APPY * mY cod'd Lbwaluas retire, 
I Twou'd be the utmoſt bounds of my deſire: 
In peaceful innocence I'd there remain, 

Nor ever wiſh to ſee the world again. 


| IM ROMPTu, u 10 
To A GENTLEMAN WHO TOLD ME HE WISH' D TO KNOW 
HIS FATE. 


HALL aaa ih to ſrarch the bode belle 
To know why gracious heav'n did him create? 
. 1 
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Vain man, thy wild and impious ſearch give o'er, 
Bleſt in the preſent, wiſh to know no more. 
Believe that God, which doth our actions __ 
Will hide futurity from ſinful man; 

And in thy ignorance he doth Poe bleſs, 

For cou'dſt thou know the leaſt of thy diſtreſs, 

Fer it arrive, *twould give thee endleſs pains, 

And caule the blood to ſhudder in thy veins. 

Vain 1s all efforts, *gainſt our fate to try, 
Fore-knowing it, we ſhou'd for ever die 

For no one ſurely can be ſaid to live, 

Who ever trembles for what fate can give. 

With humble hopes erect thy thoughts to heav'n, 
And humbly thank it for the bleſſings giv'n ; 

Nor ever at his juſt decrees repine, 

Then ev'ry heart-felt joy will eber be thine. 

Think for thy crimes, it is thou feel'ſt the rod, 
And know that ſuff *ring's bleſſings are from God; 
Who ſcourges thee to make thee e 6-7 
And ſhare with him a long eternity. 

Ax ALLEGORY IN IMITATION OF THE CHOICE OF 

_ HERCULES,—TO A __— 

8 unden e falinge' of green trees; 
A. Young Strephon lay, nd by the ev'ning 
| breeze; | . 
R in his a what | > to ER 
Whereby he might his follies all forſake. 


Fully 
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Fully reſolv'd fair virtue to purſue, MN 
 Andev'ry little foible to ſubdue ; 


Said he, the lapſe from virtue which Pve made, 
To which I was by heat of truth betray'd, 
Has made ſuch deep impreſſion on my heart, 


1 never more will from her laws depart. 


But ever will her votary remain, 
And from her ſide will neer depart again; 


_ Whate'er may her offend, PII bid adieu, 


When lo, two forms preſented to his view. 
Virtue and vice before him ſtood confeſs'd, 
The former thus the youthful ſwain addreſs'd. 
P've ſeen thy ſtruggles, and will thee ſuſtain, 
I come to cheer thee, and to eaſe thy pain; 

If thou hereafter ne'er will deviate more, 


If thou no other goddeſs will adore ; 

I'll give thee ſolid and ſubſtantial joy, 
Which all the world combin'd, ſhall ne'er deſtroy ; 
Attend to me, Il give thee taſting charms, 


Which ſpite of fate ſhall thee ſecure from harms. 


While thus ſhe ſpake, the youth with ſoft ſurprize, 


Gaz'd on her beauty, while he thus replies ; 


Tis true, that vice ſubdu'd my youthful ſoul, 


But now fair virtue ſhall each act controul. 


Here vice advanc'd, and with a wanton air, 


She cried, come quit this moralizing fair; 


Quick from her preſence, come with me and haſte, 


Where ev'ry mortal pleaſure thou ſhalt taſte. 


Deſpiſe her precepts and her rigid rules, | 
They're only made to fright pedantic fools; eee 
i 1 1 Virtue 


e 


<« 
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Virtue cone em the youth withdraws, | 
And vice triumphant. o'er her gains her cauſe. 05 
But mark how ſoon the ſad reverſe of WE 

He ſees his folly, but almoſt too late; 

For ſoon on him as vice had gain'd her ends, 
And robb'd him of repoſe, his health, and friends: : 
Exulting ofer him thus, with joy ſhe cry'd, | 
Thou fool to yield, know 'tis my greateſt pride 
To ruin man, and lea ve him in my thrall; _ 
Go fool, again on rigid virtue call. 

So ſaid, away withdrew the wily fair, 

. And left her victim envelop'd in care: 

When godlike virtue inſtantly appears, 

J come, ſays ſhe, once more to dry thy tears. 
And if thow'lt once more offer at my ſhrine 
And promiſe ever to be wholly mine; 

Iwill on thee all happineſs beſtow, 

That mortal can partake of here below: 

Not only this immortal joys Ill Sive, 

And thou to all eternity ſhall live; 
But oh! my dear, my lovely boy, no more | 
Be caught again by vice's ſpecious lore z 
For if thou art, no more thou'lt ſee my "Tay 15 

But will be left in ſorrow and diſgrace 3 
Deſpair and deep remorſe thy Jot muſt be. 
And thou'lt be doom'd to endleſs miſery. 

With bluſhing cheeks, he to the goddeſs bowed, | 
And to his benefactreſs thus he vow'd; 
Celeſtial being, moſt divinely fair, 

Vouchſafe to take me wholly to thy care: 
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If Tagain from thy great rules chal 
May bitter anguiſh ever rive my heart. 


To painted vice, no more a flave PH be, 


But all my days Vl dedicate to thee 
The enchanting goddeſs ſweetly on him ſmil'd, 
Embrac'd the youth, and all his cares beguil'd. | 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE POEM ON FRIENDSHIP: 


OUR poem, Sir, with pleaſure J read o'er, 

W herein you friendſhip's ſacred rites explore 3 
I feel, I feel, each energetic line, 

Which fills my foul with bliſs almoſt divine: 


My heart like thine, for friendſhip was delign'd, 
But fortune to my wiſhes prov'd unkind. 


Therefore when others wants to me appears, 
I've nought to give but ſymparketic' tears; 
Such tears, alas! as rend my tender heart, 


*Caule I to them cannot relief i impart. 


Not ſuch my fate, like thee I have a ſriend, 


On whoſe great goodneſs I can eier depend; 


He ſnatch'd me from the golph of deep Apis 


Reſtor'd my joy, and makes me ſtill his care. 
Thou who ſo ſweetly doſt attune the Iyre, 


Warm from the heart with 'more' than Attic fire; 


Oh! may'ſt thou never know What 'tis to loſe | 


The friend, who yielded thee ſuch true repoſe: 


Redoubl'd tortures then thy heart muſt feel, 


But from the laws of fate there's no K 
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But oN may Jove, if ſuch his gracious 1 will, 
Keep and preſcrve thy friend unto thee ſtill. 
Here, let the muſe as uſual prophecy, 1 
While friendſhip Arcs. thy Wave Wale never die. 5 


„ 


e . 


pero s enyy i in her horrors dreſs' d, 1 
With ſnaky hair, ſquint eyes, and wither'd breaſt; 
Her pallid face with rancid venom fill'd ; 

And poiſon from: her baleful mouth diftil'd; 
Gigantic limbs, which harrows up the foul, | 

And does each noble faculty controul: 

With ſwift advances ſee the ſorcereſs come, 
From her enyenom'd tongue to paſs my doom. 
Great Pallas lend thy humble votreſs __ 
For once vouchſaye t to help a much wrong'dr maid: 
Ohl let thy fey 'nfold Eagis intervene, 
And keep a barrier her and me between; 

Oh! turn aſide her baleful pois' nous dart, 

Nor let her thus aſſail an honeſt heart. 
'Tis done, the goddeſs ſhews the wond'rous ſhield ; 
And Pallas reigns ſole miſtreſs of the field; 

She deigns to make her ſuppliant h her care, 

„ * her ſoul, and N her from deſpair. 5 


8 


FT *, * F 


os . IMPROMPTU, __ 
on READI 2 SOME LINES IN THE PAPERS. | 


TOLD, i impious wretch! Tbs er . art, 


With ſecret murder lurking in thy heart; 
Mz - . Ceaſe 
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Ceaſe traitor, ceaſe, thy horrid' baſe deſign, | 

For know this truth, there is a pow'r divine, 
That ſhall preſerve my k—g, but daſh the ſlave; ; 
That dares to think it, even to the grave. + 
In thy baſe hopes ſhalt thou be diſappointed, 
For heav'n ſhall protect the Lord's anointed, 

In ſuch a cauſe, that hand wou'd ſure do well, 
That plung'd thy foul back to its native h—Il; 


For thoughts like thine muſt be engend'red there: 2 «7 


Tremble thou wretch, and die in deep a; prot 

Better ten thouſand ſuch as thou ſhould'ſt fall, 

3 Then him who ought to be belov'd by 007 

All pow'rful God, preſerve my ſov'reign lord, 

Grant him protection, and to him ard | 

All joy and bliſs, this tranſient ſtate can give, 

Wh peace and concord may he ever live. 4 5 

Oh! let not civil ſtrife approach his throne, 

Grant he may reign o'er us by love alone; 

| Let diſcord ceaſe, and all mankind confeſs, 

That George the third was Britons born to bleſs. | 


"I 


ON PUTTING o - MOURNING FOR THE PRINCESS | 
 DOWAGER OF WALES, 


"OR thee, my king, this mourning 1 put on, | 
Not for the dead, their cares are paſt and gone; 

Fe or when this toilſome dream of life is o'er, © 

They reſt 1 in Fer; and ſorrow wounds no more: 
0 | Regard- 


x. 
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Regardleſs both alike of foe or Mead, 9 


It matters not who cenſures or cand. | 

But thou, a living monument of grief, 

Whoſe woes hereafter ſcarce will gain belief : 

Tis thou alone call'ſt forth the pitying tear, 

Thou who to ev'ry Briton ſhou'dſt be dear. 

Britons, now is the time your love to o ſnew. 

And by your duty mitigate his woe: 

Think but what tortures rack his royal breaſt, 

His thoughts diſtract, and rob his ſoul of reſt, _ 
Oh eaſe his ſufPrings, ſhew your filial love, | 
By your affection all his griefs remove: 4. 428851 
Let not diſſention rob him of his eaſece, 

But all unite his anxious heart to pleaſe. 

Humanity in ev'ry breaſt ſhou'd reign: | 

But when he grieves, we all ſhou'd ſhare his pain: 65 
None but that ſoul where horrid rancor reigns, 
Smiles at domeſtic ills, or trifles with its pains : 

Ills that wou'd cruſh the ſtrongeſt ſpirits down, 

And lines with pointed thorns th' imperial crown. 
Be gen'rous then, alleviate his care, | 

Sooth all his woes, and ſhield him from deſpair, = 
Children unborn your actions ſhall revere, 5 

And fame ſhall ever hold your mem'ry dear: / 

Who ſhall your duty hold to future view, FE 4 | 

And ev'ry clime ſhall give your merit de 1 * 

Each diſtant nation be compelPd to ſay, 


5 Twas in his e hearts de ys the regal 
wi 
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A throne more gorgeous, if below d by you, 


Than if he own'd the mines of rich Peru: 
More pompous, than with all the jewels dreſs d.,. 
Which decks the gaudy monarchs of the eaſt: 
Thoſe are but baubles to allure the lave; . 1 


But Britons hearts, a people free and brave 


Are the moſt permanent and laſting'throne, _ 1 |] 
When govern'd by a prince who. rules by 35 alone, | 


For him each artery they'll bleed, and vein, f. 


And face each danger to ſecure his reiggg. 
Shou'd foes dare arm, they'll brave their utmoſt hats, 


Death they deſpiſe, and nobly meet their fate: 
Tho' red-hot bullets fly, and canons roar, 19, 1 


They'll fight for him they in their hearts dere: 


For him they all the pow'rs of death def, 111 4 
For him they'll conquer, or triumphant die. 


eg x 
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IMPROMPTU, - tot5 DG T&01 elf 


10 4 GENTLEMAN WHO TOLD ME 1 WAS  OENSURED. 


FOR BEING ;Oafs e offs 2 58 


H IL E innocence wy conſcious heart hal 
gyand; 5 | 
Why of amufcoaents ſhou'd I be deba7'd d | 


J love to chat, to laugh, to ſing, and play, Fs bak 


| Beguile old care, and jocund ſpend the da: :- 
Let envious minds their own tormentors be. 
Their dirty arrows never ſhall wound me. 
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Back from the: twanging bow ſhall they rebound, | 
And in their hearts alone ſhall fix-the wound: 
While I my little bark ſecure will ſteer, 

Nor will I court FOO ns or frowns will fear, 


— 


| 1MTTATION: or 1 — * TIMAN THES. f. 
00 true <indeed, we ated; not covet life, PA: 
Fatal compound of ſickneſs, care and ſtrife: | 
Precgulogh boon, precarious good at beſt, Weg 
A painted cloud, a vapor, and a jeſt,  - 
A goſſomour, that ſoon is loſt in air, 
A prey to grief, to anger and deſpair, 
One, moment's happineſs we can't inſure, 
Nor can Golconda's mines our health procure: 
If thou art virtuous, envy's ſhafts fly round, 
And will endeavour thy repoſe to wound ; 
To guard thyſelf *twill try thy utmoſt ſkill, 
For envious minds are ever pleas'd with ill. 
If vicious, tho? the world may'thee-revere, _ - 
Thy conſcience is a monitor ſevere: 
What tho' a diadem thy brows adorns, 
Vet conſcience will thy boſom wound with chorns. 
If love ſhou'd once invade thy dender breaſt, 
Adieu to ſoft tranquility and reſ: 
Ten thouſand bitter pangs muſt . endure, 
Which nothing elſe but time or death can cure. 
If honor call thee to the ſanguine field, 
ans in W cauſe the fword thou view: 
3 Tho 
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Thro' death muſt thou purſue fair victory, Al 
Or on the plain a breathleſs corſe doth lie. 
If lucre tempt thee o'er th unbounded ſeas, 
Forſaking ſoft domeſtic peace and eaſe; _ 
What dreadful horrors muſt affright thy ſoul, 
When ſtorms and hurricanes around thee roll ? 
When thunders roar, and fatal light'nings fly, , 
And death preſents him to thy languid eye? 
When human efforts all are found in vain, © * 
And nothing ſeen but the tremendous main? 
What agonizing fears muſt rack thy mind, _ 
Not for thyſelf alone, but thoſe thou'ſt left behind | 
Thou pray'ſt, alas! but no relief can'ſt have, 
But ſoon art ſwallow'd in a wat'ry grave: 
Dreadful the thought! here let me draw a veil, 
Nor ſpin to farther length the piteous tale. 
If avarice thy darling paſſion is, 
Then ſoon thou' lt bid adieu to real bliſs; _ 
For that alone will ev'ry thought . 
Diſtract thy mind, and baniſh ev'ry joy. 5 
Vain fool, thou toil'ſt for thoſe who wiſh thy death; 
And will rejoice o'er thy departing breath. 
Then ſince in ſearching ev'ry ſtation round, 
No real happineſs is to be found; i 
Let virtuous actions all our thoughts employ, 
The only gift the world cannot deſtroy ; W771 
Wealth, friends and beauty, quickly will decay, Ys 
But godlike virtue will for ever ſtay: _ * 
?Tis ſhe alone can calm our lateſt hour, 8071 bf 
And rob ev'n death of his triumphant pow'r: 
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'Tis ſhe muſt waft us to the realms 1 2 
Where all is peace and harmony and love. 


PART OF FINGAL, ATTEMPTED. IN VERSE. 
; 


LOSE by this moſly fountain, loſt in thought, 


O'er the high hills the whiſtling winds doth blow, 
And forms a ſhade that aggravates my woe: 

O'er the low vale is ſpread an awful gloom, ' 
Which ſeem to threaten my impending doom: 
One only tree which ſerves me for a ſhade, 

And ſeems for contemplation only made, 

With hollow murmurs ruſtles o'er my head: 
With melancholy and deep horror ſpread, 

The ſwelling waves roll o'er the heathy * 
The lake in whiſpers gently flows around: 

The deer come ſkipping down the lofty hill, 

And none to hunt them has the pow'r or will. 
No whiſtling ſhepherd can mine eyes eſpy, _ 
Tho? 'tis mid-day and Phebus mounts on high; wt 
But all is filent as the dreary grave, 
But my ſad thoughts, who am to love a flave. © 
As I fit ſolitary here, my,dear, 
Bleſt ſhou'd I be didſt thou, my love, appear. 

Oh cou'd I ſee thee o'er the wild heath ſtray, | 
9? in on winds thy wanton ringlets play 


e 7 MN 


1 brood my fate, with dire deſtruction fraught. 
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With thy Fair boſom ſwelling to the ſight, 
And yet thine eyes with anxious tears bedight, 

For thy loſt friends which victims fell to death, 

And for their honor yielded up their breath. 

My love, I ſoon wou'd comfort to thee give, 

And guide thee to thy father, as I live. 

But ſoft, my heart, ſee where ſhe does appear, | 
Like beams of light, all that my foul holds dear > 
Bright and as placid as the harveſt moon, | 

Or ſun in ſummer when it reaches noon. 
She ſpeaks | alas! but, ah! how faint her voice, 

Which once made ev'ry mortal heart rejoice : 

; Juſt as the breeze that ruſtles thro? the reed, 

*Tis next to ſilence, and is loſt indeed. 

But, hark ! ſhe ſpeaks ! lie ſtill my flutt'ring _ 
That of her converſe I may loſe no part. 

| [ Choice of my heart, my ſoul's beſt deareſt friend, 
What guardian God my deareſt did defend? 

Art thou return'd, my love, from wars alarms ? 
Are my friends well, and free from wounds or harms ? 
heard my beſt-belov'd that thou wert ſlain, 

And mourn'd thy loſs with agonies and pains.] 
Ves, faithful fair, I am return'd to thee, 

But none of all my race are left but me : 

Thou never more muſt them behold again; 
Their tombs ] raiſed on the graſſy plain. 

But wherefore, love, doſt wander here alone, 
Beneath this hill and heath with moſs o'ergrown ? 

Alone am I, my Shilrec, oh! indeed, 

I heard that for thy country thou didſt bleed: 


Since 1 
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Since all I loſt that my fond heart deſir'd, 
With grief for thee thy faithful maid expir'd : 
Within the wintry houſe of death I'm laid, 
And am no more, my Shilrec, than a ſhade.] 


WR ITTEN WHEN I WAS EXTREMELY SLEEPY, YET 
OBLIGED TO ATTEND BUSINESS. | 


DRI TIEF, . ceaſe chy reazing, 
T as yet can't go to ſleep; 
Sometimes thy embrace is pleaſing, 
But I now muſt vigils keep: 

Only grant me one half hour, 

That my bus'neſs I may do, 
Then I'll yield to thy great Pow'r, 

And with joy will fly to you. 
But you now are an intruder, 

Thus my ſenſes to invade; 
Nothing ſure can well be ruder, 
You ſome moments might have ſtay'd : 
Boldly like the thoughtleſs rover, 
| ' You'd compel me to your arms; 
But *tis the reſpectful lover, 

Moſt the female boſom charms: 
If you're wiſe pray keep your diſtance, 

Soon my favor you'll obtain: i 
But I find all my reſiſtance 
Gainſt your pow'r, proves in vain, 


2 ³ AA 


T * W ee R r n „ ea en I — Fa l - — . — 
x — —— 1 . 1 * r r E 28 Sn 470 2 Oy VO EI I EFT - 
a. - — 8 BTR TS + £5 A * : — — Pe el ks — Fa # —_— I 
— 5 — de, 1 2 CES - r I oa TEE ms Ire LES C 
by —_ 4. 1 4 ** e 8 2 E 


ERIN DRIES YC, CNN TN EI 


AT Mage ps ͤ p Wt ERA nts os, ns 


r ne Ta» 
* - 2 


n r . g . "en bes 
— —— on a p — 5 * ** * r 7 : =c* 


D 


— A 1 
. no HRT on Im ging - 


— . * 1 * * - * pa 
. T 
es 4. Eres, : . 


— 
2 


« Ns 
CN 


PR: . 

— e 
+ wp n 

oh i CR _ = 


29 IE ten ome ts. 7 te i RY 
> 27 2 
< * 
* —— 
bet g 


. 8 4 
PIES: n+ 


92 © ORIGINAL POEMS. 


Now dull god, you've overcome me, 
Let me but pull off my cloaths, 
I yield to whatſoe'er you doom me, 
Lo, I fink to ſoft repoſe. 
O may God this night befriend me, 
And protect me thro! this life; 
May immortal beings tend me, 
And keep me free from care and frife, | 


i 


EXTEMPORE SONG, ON READING THAT ONE JESVIT 
HAD WRITTEN TO ANOTHER, THAT THE MINES OF * 
"PERU MIGHT BE PUT INTO THE HANDS OF THE 
ENGLISH. WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCLXX11, * 


I. 
ELL met, brother Jack, here i IS b news 
indeed, 5 1 
Honor calls us to arms, let's away; 15 
For Britons for honor moſt freely will bleed, 
Then let us no longer delay: g 
For the Jeſuit writes here's the mines of Peru 
L.“aid open to old Britiſh tars; 
Then let us the paths of fair glory purſue, 
Ic is brave to be cover'd with ſcars. 
N II. 
Then let each brave fellow his miſtreſs forſake, 
And quick let our ſails be unfurb'd; 
The ſilver and gold of the Spaniards well take, 
S - And our feats ſhall amaze all the world: | 
Ss. Es We'll 
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We'll drub them to manners and make them comply, 
We'll ſhew them the true Engliſh game; 
Fi or Britons will gloriouſly conquer or die, 
For we fight but for honor and fame. 
We'll bring ſtore of dollars, our laſſes ſhall be. - 
As her majeſty, bleſs her, as fine; 
And when each bold tar has his wench on his knee, 
In ſilver and jewels they'll ſhine. | 
Then never, dear girls, for us tars ſhed a tear, 
But be joyful, and merrily ſing; 
For Britons were ever a ſtranger to fear, 
So we'll toſs the can off to the king. 


une IN THE ABOVE YEAR. 


URELY 3 will not Hog again, 


Honor forbids : nay, George's genius cries 

Aloud for vengeance on his enemies. 

Lo, on white Albion's cliffs he boldly ſtands, 

And ſummons all his brave and choſen bands, © - 

To deeds of glory and to victory, 

To acts immortal that can never die: 

For well he knows, that all the world combin'd, 
Can never beat bold Britons when conjoin'd: 

If George commands, they t to their coſt ſhall know, 
They'll Prog W over ev'ry 1 


And humbly ſue for peace with haughty Spain; i 5 


Moſt 
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Moſt royal prince, the Britiſh lion looſe, 
Not one of all thy ſubjects will refuſe 
To take up arms and ſpill their deareſt blood, 
For thee and thine, and their dear countries good. 
No longer then, let haughty Spaniards brave, 
Who with to bend all nations and enſlave; | 
No: let them know that George the good and juſt 
Will &er be faithful to the ſacred truſt, 
That gracious heav'n has giv'n to his hand, 
And that he loves as well as rules this land. 
Each hoſtile foe, that dares to take up arms, 
And fill the world with terror and alarms;  * 
Shall ſoon to their confuſion fully prove, 
Britons will conquer for the King they love: 
And if great George to give the word will deign, 
He'll find he o'er his peoples heart's doth reign; 
With joy they'll fight to guard his royal crown, 
And fill his reign with honour and renown. 


d nurn ou rv. 


T HEN reading Shakeſpear, how | my ſoul is 
charm'd, | 

My thoughts inſpir'd, and all my ſenſes warm vd! ? 

If to my lot, ye gracious pow'rs divine, 

One bleſſing's giv'n, O let the lot be mine, 

Great Shakeſpear's genius clearly to explore, 

And catch one ray of his poetic lore; 

To gain hereafter an immortal ane. 

And fly to heav'n on the wings of fame. 


o 
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TO A FRIEND ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 


CE more, dear Sir, accept the poet's lays, 
Who tho? unequal, fain wou'd ſing thy praiſe ; ; 

And takes the occaſion of the new:born year, 

To greet the friend, my grateful heart holds dear. 

Yes, dearer than the life informing flood, 

Which does that heart ſuſtain with vital blood, 

I hold my dear, my ever honour'd friend, 

And ſo will do until my life doth end; 

Long as my pulſe with equal meaſures move, 

So long will I my faithful patron love 
Shou'd I arrive at fortune's height of pow'r, 
My honeſt heart ſhow'd neer forget the hour. 
When friendleſs I was left and in diſtreſs, 

Thou like kind heav'n did'ſt me protect and bleſs; 

Thy friendly ſmiles did ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 

While in their ſunſhine I was fully bleſt. 

Oh gen'rous friend, how few there are like you, 
Who ſuccor virtue and protect it too? 

Too few indeed does virtue make their care, 

But ſooner urge it on to deep deſpair. 

If heav'n has ſome unheard of bliſs in ſtore, 

May it on thee, its gentle influence. pour; 

Oh! may each day, each hour, each minute ſtill, 8 

Still add new Joys, if it is heav'n s will. tt 
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Oh ! may each riſing ſun and infant morn, 
With ſweet tranquility thy days adorn ; 
And may thine enemies, if ſuch can be, 
Repent the evil they have done to thee. 
Not but thy ſoul I know contemns a foe, | 
And oft tho' wrong'd thou favours doſt beſtow ; 
Like Jove thou ſhed'ſt thy gentle influence, 
To friends and foes thy bleſſings doth diſpenſe, 
But *tis impoſſible I ſhou'd reveal, 
The grateful ſentiments I for thee feel; 
All I can do, 1s ardently to pray, 
For thy increaſe of bliſs from day to day: 
That every bleſſing heav'n may ſhow'r down, 
Long life, good health, clear fame, and great renown ; 


IMPROMPTU, 
ON READING THE FOLLOWING LINES IN ' GOLDSMITH 58 
DESERTED VILLAGE. 


O BLEST retirement, friend t to life's decline, 
Retreats from care that never muſt be mine; 
How happy he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of caſe; 

Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
And, ſince tis hard to combat, learns to fly | _ 


OW well thy thoughts with mine doth coincide, 


An humble cot would be my greateſt pride; 
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If heav- n to me wou'd grant a rural ſtate, 


Far from the buſy world Pd ſmile at fate: 


In ſweet contentment, all my days ſhou'd glide, 
Exempt from all the pageantry of pride; 

Near ſome cool grvoe my life Fd ſweetly ſpend, 
With books improving, and a faithful friend, 
Whoſe thought congenial wou'd agree with mine. 


And who woy'd not at humble life repine ; 


And after all the toils of day were O'er, 

Our peaceful cottage we'd with-hafte explore. 

T here in ſweet converſe all our thoughts diſcloſe, 
Till nature-call'd us to our ſoft repoſe; 

Repoſe, which &er to grandeur is unknown, 
And for the peaceful cottage ſhuns the throne, 


And when the morn ſhou'd chace ſleep's fumes away, 


Joyful I'd riſe and hail the jocund day 
With rapture wou'd my fleecy care unfold, 
And pity the baſe wretch who pines for gold. 


IMPROMPTU, 
TO A F, RIEN DP. 


RAY hear n my friend, that you &er Jong may 7 


A Boas _— both ſenſible and 1 
Refin'd her ſentiments, a noble ſoul; 
*Tis ſhe your little follies muſt controul: 


In her engaging converſe you will prove, 


Sweets widely different from ſenſual love. 
| VV „ Au- 


2 * 
—: V ˙ my oc er ET 4 5 . 
ts 5 0 ha, 2 
— 3 . 8 
> a py * N 1 4 
» * - * Q PIR A * 9 


#5, — 
* 


ES; . 


: CS l r 1 
— — K 2 — 5 = — ͥ· — — 
> * Bo 2 an r : * 23 >< 5 ny 
—_ = Cn Wn has Tee Re q r * — " . —_ . * 2 
8 bt 8 P ws _ 4 4 ION. FE . I _— a» oY, 322 27222 
= e as os Cn CCA OR 9 r © Rv e , 4 — —— . I 
* / 


—_ 


oF ORIGINAL POEMS: 


IMPROMPTU, 


TO A FRIEND WHO TOLD ME HE WAS SURPRIZED 1 WAS : 


$0 LITTLE MOVED AT CALUMNY. | 


HE truly great and philoſophic mind, 
Will prove invulnerable you ſhall find; 
With ills begirt, attended on by care, 


In midſt of dangers ſhall it nobly dare, 


All worldly fallacy it ſhall deſpiſe, 
And perſevering ſpite of envy riſe, 


 GOOD-humour teaches charms to laſt, 
Still makes new conqueſts and maintains the paſt. 
Pop. 


IMPROMPTU, 
ON READING THE ABOVE LINES. 
OWN good humour teaches charms to laſt, 
But cannot keep new conqueſts, or the paſt, 
For all the ſweetneſs of our ſex combin'd, 


Can never fix one long of all mankind : 


For all the ſex ſo fluctuating are, | 
They change their minds at ogy of each new fair. 


1 


** 
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IMPROMPTU, 
TO, MY PEN, 


DIEU my pen, dull ſleep has ſeiz'd my head, 
I now mult leave thee, and muſt go to bed; 
But tho? I leave thee, . don't of me complain, 
To-morrow I will thee embrace again. 


ON PRESENTING A ROSE TO A FRIEND, , 


EHOLD my friend, this lovely roſe, 
Bedeck'd with beauty bright; _ 
| How fragrant ſmells, how fair it ſhews? | x 
And yet *twill fade e er night. = 
So you, tho? thus divinely fair, m7 1 1 
Muſt like this roſe decay; 
For time that will no mortal ſpare, 
Will ſteal that form away. 


Then while thou'rt in thy youthful prime, 1 
Improve thy heav ny mind; 
Then ſhalt thou meet the ods as time, | | 

Unmov'd, and quite reſigned.,.. _ 
When age and wrinkles haſten on, 
Thou wilt not at them ſigh; ; may 
Thy mind will then be fix d upon, | 
' Thoſe charms that neer can die. a 
Oe . 
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: IMPROMPTU, 

ON READING THAT ALL THE GENTEEMEN WERE TAKEN 
ILL THE DAY AFTER VIEWING THE TRANSIT , OF 
vrxus. N 7s. eee 


| ne vincit amor. 
RESUMPTUOUS man, hive cou'd you. 1 
to trace, 
Or view unhurt bright venus lovely face? 
Cupid for this has play'd you all a trick, 
And for. your bold preſumption made you ſick.” 


For to you all let this great truth be known, 
That tho' ſhe's view'd by all the's made for one: 
Know, againſt love philoſophy is vain, 

Nor is it all can Venus favor gain. 


A 4 1 DDE. 


A Ma friend to all evening, 
And all aſſiſt, except the blind * 


I help the lover to explore 
Th' inmoſt heart of her he doth adore. 
Without my aid learning wou'd die, 


And ſenſe wou'd in oblivion he: 


For whatſoever is the thou ght, 
Howe er with erudition fraught, 


Without 
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Without my aid *twou'd all be loſt, 
And ev'ry thought ſublime be croſs'd. 
I've ſaid enough to tell you what I be, 
Take me and make the moſt of me. 


| IMPROMPTU, 1115 
on READING! PRIOR'S. sooo. 


F corel a, that was poſſeſe d 0 1-17 
Of beauty, and with matchleſs wiſdom bleſs; 1 

After he every earthly joy had try'd, TR 
Found care from pleaſure he cou'd ne er divide: 
Surely no happineſs is under heav'n, = 
If to the royal preacher *twas not giv'n; 
Who every art and ſcience did explore, 
To find the goddeſs all mankind adore. 


54 Vain was his ſearch, the phantom {ill did fly, 7 * 


Eludes his hopes, and all prov'd vanity: 
His propheſy indeed did prove too true, 
For tho' her paths we anxiouſſy purſue, 
We ſtill find care attendant on her train, 
And all our joys have an alloy of pain. 
If virtue, truth, and honor, guard our ſouls, 
Here care in form of malice ſtill e 2 
Superior merit e er muſt envied be, 1 
Nor from the ſtings of malice can be 5 Bs 
The vicious ever on the yirtuous frown, 
And try all arts to pull the fabric down. 
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SERIOUS THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 
ROM the firſt moment that we draw our breath, 
Or learn to think, our minds ſhou'd be on death; 
As *tis the only thing of which we're jure, 
Amidſt the many evils we endure. | 


Doubt what we will, we are convinc'd of this, 


That he muſt end our griefs as well as bliſs. 


Daily we fee our ſpecies glide away, 
As a memento we've not long to ſtay. 

To fatal truth we ev'ry one muſt mh 
None here can taſte of immortality : 


We ſhrink with horror from the tyrant's face, 
Nor know how faſt he's ſtalking on apace : 
Vain are our thoughts, upheld by dear ſelf- love, 


To think from us the foe we can remove: 
Vainly we think that he doth from us haſte, 


Perhaps the moment that our doom is paſt. 
He by his direful preſence lowers all, 


And brings upon a level great and ſmall: 


No matter if he did a ſceptre wield, 
Or with induſtrious toil did till the field; 


| Whene' er he wills the fatal blow to ſtrike, | 


The king and peaſant are to him alike. 


Our pray'rs and tears to him are all in vain, 


Nor will he yield us back one friend again. 
Ye haughty mortals, curb your tow ring pride, Y 


Learn your inferiors never to deride; 
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For know, upon equality you're born, 
And ſo muſt be when you to duſt return: 

One way the prince and beggar hath his birth, 
One way reduces both to parent earth. 

You who have fortune taſte the preſent hour, 
Enjoy your lives while yet *tis in your pow'r : 
Like my dear friend, alleviate diſtreſs, 
Each tongueſhall praiſe you, and each heart ſhall bleſs, 
Your names like grateful incenſe ſhall ariſe, 

And leaving earth, perfume the ſtarry ſkies. 

Be wiſe in time, enjoy your preſent ſtate, _ 
This hour is your's, the next the hand of fate 
May all your fortunes and your joys deſtroy, 
And teach you that this world is but a tinſel toy. 


' ON READING SOLYMAN AND ALMENA, 


"OW beautiful is virtue here diſplay'd ! | 
In Solyman and his exalted maid. 
We by the moral of this tale are ſhewn, 
That virtue is true happineſs alone: 
For after ey'ry toil and danger's paſt, 
Guided by her we reach the goal at laſt, 

No danger can the virtuous mind affright, 
Calmly we live, becauſe we know we're W 80 
By her example learn, ye lovely fair, 
Under misfortunes never to deſpair: 
From Solyman this uſeful leſſon prove, 
That friendſhip is the baſis of true love; 


For 


— — — 22 — ned Þ tes 


Then henceforth let the ſexes both agree: 


_ *Tis ungenteel the ladies to incenſe: 


Some women are I am ſure above deception. 


Let art and nature all their powers join, 
Let ev'ry eye with brighter luſtre ſhine, 
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For if it is not with that paſſion join'd, 


Believe me, you no happineſs will find: 
But if connected, will on you beſtow, 
Each joy that mortals can poſſeſs below. 


IMPROMPTU, | 


TOA GENTLEMAN WHO RAILED AGAINST THE LADIES, | 


PARTICULARLY THE MARRIED ONES. 


EASE, W ceaſe 8 railings, 
Our ſex, as well as yours, have got their failings. 
Remember this, that none from faults are free, 


In numbers you will ſenſe and merit find, 
Sure as you live, if you'll but uſe us kind. 
Pray, Sir, who told you that all women ſcold, 
Or after marriage wou'd not be controul'd ? 
Recall thoſe words, if you're a man of ſenſe, 


In ev'ry rule there's always an exception, 
ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF A FRIEND. 
LESS and auſpicious be this happy day, 


From I—gr—ſs plains be ſorrow far away z. 


To 


To bleſs the happy day, whereon was born | 
The man, who ev'ry ſtation can adorn: 
Polite his manners, free and unconfin'd on . 
Are all the dictates of his noble mind. 
Hail him, ye choriſters, along the grove, 
Attune your throats to harmony and love: 
Leet nature all her gayeſt liv'ries wear, 


, To pleaſe the eye and captivate the ear. 

= This day let. wretches doom'd to care and grief, 
Feel joy, and from their ſorrows find relief; 
Ev'n my poor heart this day from care ſhall ceaſe, 


And all my mind be harmony and peace, 
To greet with joy unfeign'd the man deſign'd 
The 18 friend of a mankind, 


EXALTED Socrates, divinely brave, 
Injur d he fell, and dying he forgave my 


Too noble for revenge, which ſtill we find | — 
The weakeſt frailty of a feeble mind. "= 1 


IS true that noble minds ſeeks no rey enge, BW 
Great in en 8 ne'er will * rv 
_ avenge z {ir a 
But * ev'ry 1 injury will 3 9 
Nor of their peace wou'd even foes deprive : 1 
With reſignation bear the taunt ſevere, . 9 
Collected in themſelves they nothing fear: 
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As well aſſur'd that virtue ſtill will riſe, 


Howe'er the ignorant may it deſpiſe. 


If honor guides, and virtue lays the plan, 
However malice may their actions ſcan: 


Vet if with conſcious innocence they're arm'd, 


By envy's darts they never can be harm'd: 


For tho' the ſhafts may for a moment wound, 
Back on the flingers they'll again rebound: _ 
While placid virtue gently makes its way, 


And maugre ſpite increaſes day by day. 
*Tis this that conſtitutes the good and great; 
*Tis this that makes us brave the frowns of fate; 


*Tis this that guards us gainſt all kinds of ill, 


And thro? the cares of life preſerves us ſtill. 


By this ſuſtain'd, with humble faith in heav n, 


We've all the joys to us that can be giv'n. 
Let this one truth imprinted be on all, 


That God will ne'er permit the juſt to fall. 


MAHOMET AND IRENE, AN EASTERN TALE. 
 IMITATED IN VERSE. 


1 AHOMEx, emp'ror of the eaſtern world, 


When on his foes he had deſtruction hurl'd; 
A lovely captive fell unto his ſhare, 


Irene, beauteous as the Houries are, 


Amidſt the laughter priſoner was ta'en, 
And doom'd to bondage, all her friends being ſlain. 
: , | „ 
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In pride of beauty, aged ſeventeen, 

Angelic features, and a noble mien: 

Her jetty hair in wanton ringlets flow'd, 

Her cheeks the bluſnes of the roſes ſnew'd: 

The lovely luſtre of her ſpeakling eyes, 

Fill'd each beholder's heart with ſoft ſurprize. 

Mahomet ſaw, and lov'd the beauteous maid, 

And for her love his heart a ranſom paid. 

Three years they liv'd in joy and happineſs, 

W hile all their thoughts each other was to bleſs : 

Each. day tranſported he her charms ran o'er, 

T he more he knew, the more he did adore. 

She held the conqueſt o'er him ſhe had gain'd, 

Beauty and ſenſe the monarch's heart enchain'd. 

His empire lay neglected, all complain, 

And wiſh the emperor wou'd break his chain. 

His people all unjuſtly were abus'd 

By thoſe in pow'r, and oft his name abus'd : 

Under the ſanction of a proud baſhaw, _ 

Whoſe will was fate, and whoſe command was S law, 

Each ſubject ſorely by him was oppreſs'd, * 

The nation ruin'd, ev'ry one diſtreſs'd : 

All wiſh'd the menarch wou'd himſelf reſume, 

And puniſh thoſe vile ſlaves, who dar'd preſume 

To govern them with ſuch imperious ſway ; 

Vet none dar'd ſpeak, till Muſtapha, one day, 

Happen'd to find the emperor atone; 

He thus addreſs'd him in a manly tone: 

Great Sir, be not offended with thy ſlave, 

I come to caution thee thy life to ſave : 1 
FL 2 Thy 
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My royal maſter, ſay, what canſt thou mean? 


To bear controul from ſuch a wretch as thou? 
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Thy ſubjects are from their de gone, 
Mark well my words, or elſe thou art undone: 
As they no longer own thee for their lord, 


They will revolt from thee with one aue 


Thy people ruin'd by oppreſſion are, 


Quite deſp' rate grown, and frantic with deſpair : 


For thoſe in whom thou'ſt put thy royal truſt, 

Have traitors prov'd to thee, and moſt unjuſt. 
Thou'ſt loſt thy people's hearts, who did thee prize, 
The meanelt of them doth thee now deſpiſe. 

Thy government s diſſolv'd, all orders loſt, 

As thou too ſoon wilt find it to thy coſt: 


Ev'n now thy crown doth totter on thy head, 


And all for thy oppreſſion wiſh thee dead. 
Better that fatal ſyren thou'dſt ne'er ſeen : ; 
Then from thyſelf thus to degenerate, 

Thou ſtand'ſt upon the very verge of fate; 

A precipice, which doth thy ſoul affright, 


And which will cruſh thee falling from its height, 


Reſume thyſelf and baniſh her thy arms, 


And ne'er again behold her fatal charms: 


Unleſs thou mean'ſt a ſacrifice to be 
To ſuch a wanton baby- thing as ſhe. 
Fix'd in aſtoniſhment, Mahomet ſtands, 


Love and revenge his heart by turns commands; 
His honor's wounded, all his ſoul's on os, 5 


Thus on Muſtapha he let's fall his ire : 
Vile ſlave, dar'ſt think that I am fallen fo low, 5 


Hoy 


* 
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How dart thou ſpeak ſuch things unto my face? 
Know'ſt thou this moment I can thee diſgrace? - 
Or quicker way to end the inglorious ſtrife, 5; 
This inſtant I can thee deprive of life?? 
Wretch that thou art, I'll daſh thee to the ground, 
And make thy carcaſe one continued wound, | 
Muſtapha bow'd, not in the leaſt diſmay d, 

Think not, my lord, Pam of your threats al: 5 

No, my good lord, your will on me be done, 2 
But ne&er will I the fatal truths diſo won: 4 
Behold, my lord, I lay my boſom bare, 
| Now plunge your dagger, rid me of my care: 
Now ſtrike the blow, much happier far for me, 
Than ſee my country doom'd to miſery. 

Amaz'd the emp'ror views his loyal friend, 

Ariſe, ſaid he, thy maſter's words attend: 

My friend, I've ever found thee true and juſt, 
And one in whom I might confide and truſt. 
Therefore this inſtant I do pardon you, 
And you ſhall ſee what Mahomet can do; 

To-morrow let each officer of ſtate, . © 
In all their ſplendor, on our court await ; 

See that my orders fully are obey'd, 

And thou for it ſhalt amply be repaid. 8 

Muſtapha order'd as he did command. 


He enters with Irene in his handgn 
The courtiers bow, and kiſs the emp'ror's feet, 


Which being o'er he ſternly them doth greee: 
Maſters, behold, view well this beauteous fair, 

Ought to love her! ? pray, * truth declare: 
of Think . 
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Think you there's any one within this _— 

But wou'd be captivated by her face? 

Or cou'd reſiſt the beauties of her mind, 

Where all that can adorn the fair's conjoin'd | d- #4 

If fo, reſolve me, can the fault be mine, 

To feel the force of all theſe charms divine? 

To which they anſwer'd, and as with one voice, 
Declar'd he cou'd not make a better choice; | 

For ſhoy'd he ſearch the globe's capacious round, 

None like the fair Irene cou'd be found. 

Well, ſays the emperor, ſince you approve, 

I will convince you, tho' this fair I love 

More than my ſoul, temptations ne'er ſo ſtrong, 
Shall ever make your emperor do wrong. 

Or ought unworthy of his family: 

Therefore my heart's beſt joy I doom to die. 

Then looking fiercely on them, thus he cries, 

Behold for you the lovely charmer dies. 


lmmediately his ſabre forth he drow, 


And in an inſtant fair Irene ſlew : 

Then turning ſhort, behold the wy maid, 
Which for your eaſe a ſacrifice I've made. 

Now mark my words, and learn this truth of me, 
I'll ever maſter of my paſſions be. 


Ee Whate'er you think, you'll find my ſteady foul 


Nought but my country's love ſhall &er controul: 
_ Convinc'd at length, PII force you all to own, 
Mahomet lives but for yourſelyes alone, 


Bs 
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EXTEMPORE, TO A GENTLEMAN WHO SAID/ WOMEN 
' COULD NEITHER'SAY OR DO ANY THING THAT WAS 
GOOD, © 4% 44612 SHAB 03 ofg1 700 mls 7 


F nothing good we ſay, _ 
Or nothing good we do, 
How comes it then, I pray, c 
We model ſuch fine things as l ee 
For this 1 will maintain, oe : 
And hope it is no treaſon, _ - 
You'd ſavages. remain, 4. 
Did we not teach you reaſon. 


GOLD alone does paſſion move, | 
Gold monopolizes love. 
 ANACREON. 


IMITATED. 


| OLD does cer deſtructive prove, ; 
Gold cuts the gentle bands of love. 


[ 


TO A GENTLEMAN WHO TOLD ME MANKIND our 
TO BE GOVERNED BY INSTINCT ALONE. : 


P inſtindt i is to govern all ki. 
L Why was man bleſs'd with an exalted mind & 
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Or why was ſenſe ſublime unto him giv'n? 

Or why acknowledg'd maſterpiece of heav'n? 

Why was philoſophy, that heav'n-born maid, 
Beſtow'd on mortals to aſſiſt and aid; tf 

If not from head- ſtrong paſſions them to guard, 
And *gainſt foul vice each envious blow x6 ward? | 
If inſtinet governs, it muſt be confeſs d. 
That lordly man is little leſs than vs - 297 1; 
Reaſon's beſtow'd our paſſions to controul, 

Beſides we're bleſs'd with an immortal foul, 13.2051 
That muſt hereafter either ſtand or fall, 9 5 
And live in laſting bliſs, or pay for all. 1 
For, ah! too true that ſpark of heav'nly: fire 7 ant” 

_ Muſt &er ſurvive, and never can expire: 

| Tho! libertines may ſtrive to palliate, 

There's no reſiſting the decrees of fate. 


a. ; * 
S 


| THOUGHTS ON THE STRUCTURE OF THE HUMAN BODY. £ 


MAZING firuQture! nobly great the plan | 
On which the great Creator formed man. 

8 fabric, where throughout the whole, 8 

Each lends aſſiſtance, free from all controul. 

How nicely form'd the veins and arteries, 

Some ſcarce diſcerned by the naked eyes? 

Yet thro" thoſe parts the little globules flows 

Of blood, which does our vital heat compoſe : 

If one of thoſe obſtruction meets alone. 

The human ſyſtem oft is overthro wn. 


* 


ORIGINAL POEMS. 


How curiouſly the muſcles all are plac'd ? 
How finely by the hand of nature trac'd ? 
When we behold the texture of each line, 
We muſt adore the architect divine. 
Perhaps the fever raging in our veins, 
With ev'ry ill, and all the raging pains, 
That mortals ſuffer in this earthly ſphere ; 
Which our poor bodies does in atoms tear, 
Are caus'd by ſome vein or nerve minute, © 
Where nature and the malady diſpute 
Contend ing for the maſt'ry of the field, 
But doubtful which ſhall to the other yield. 
For me *tis equal in the great debate, 
Which way it will, I yield myſelf to fate; 
If life is giv'n, to God Pll thankful be; 
If death, I'm pleas'd, tis all the ſame to me. 
Prepar'd to live, or meet grim death am I, 
In lively hopes of immortality. 
The bones how nobly ſet and nicely join'd | ? 
Strength, uſe, and beauty, all in them conjoin'd. 
How delicate the texture of the brain, ; 
Where human knowledge doth triumphant reign? ? 
The heart how well contrived to convey, _ 
The blood which us ſuſtain from day to day? 
The lungs thro? which we draw the ambient air, 
Are form'd on principles beyond compare; 
Each particle, on each, ſo nice depend, 
If any's hurt, nature of courſe muſt end. 
Unthinking mortals, enmity give o'er, 
Each other love, your God in peace adore z 

2 N Prepare 
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Prepare yourſelves for realms of laſting bliſs, 
Know you are mortal, and rely on this. 


Therefore be humble, and each toe forgive; 
So ſhall you boldly meet death's pointed dart, 
And claſp the welcome cordial to your heart; 
That ſets you free from miſery and pain, 
Wafts you on high, with angels to remain. 
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THE ROVER, A SONG. 


I. 
AY Strephon roves like any bee, 
Like him he's light as air; 
Like him his heart's untouch'd and free, 
"Tho! toys with ev'ry fair. 
vet D while you fly around, 
And play about the fire,; 
Phaeton like, you'll feel he wound, 
And in a flame Expire, . 
7 „„ 
| T he fabled chariot if the ſun, 
Which poets ſay he drove; 
Believe me friend, when all is done, 9 8 
Was nothing elſe but love, . 


E 


That one ſhort moment here you may not live, 


ORIGINAL POEMS. 
IV. 
The fiery horſes emblems are, 
Of paſſions wild and blind; 
The ſlack'ned reins of deep deſpair, 
Which rack the lover's mind. 
For paſſions like wild horſes fly, 
Unleſs you hold the reins ; 
They'll vou deprive of ev'ry joy, 
And fill your ſoul with pains. 
„„ 1 
Then fix at once on ſome fair maid, 
Where wit and beauty's join'd; 
Her truly love, be not afraid, | 
On her to fix your mind. Wi 
. RON __ 
To flow'ry paths ſhe will you lead, 
Where virtue dwells divine; 

With her life's paths you'll ſafely tread, 
And neer at what you've done repine. 
ODE ADDRESSED TO THE SLEEPING GENIUS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN.—WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCLXXII, 


2 
o, where Britain s genius ſleeping, 
On a couch ſupinely hes, 
French and Spaniards vigils keeping; 
Raiſe their ſtandards to the ſkies, 
Britons for ſhame, let yours too be unfurl'd, 
Arouſe to glory and amaze the world. 


3 1 
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8 1 
Hark, thou'rt called quick, ariſe, 

Nor thus indolently ſleep, 

Awake to glorious victories; 

And with thy bulwarks ſpread the dow. 

Let honor lead thee forth to fight the foe, 
That e i king, let every nation know. 
Fame and honor both await, 

To new conqueſts thee to lead; 

At the great command of fate, 

Thou in all things ſhalt ſucceed, 1 
Thouſands and thouſands ſhall by thee be ſlain, 
And captives mourn in thy triumphant chain. 

re 
Ro: uſe thee from thy eaſe inglorious, 

Nor thus in diſſipation lie, 

| Thou ſhalt ever prove victorious ; 

And thy fame ſhall never die: 

Nations ſhall yield to thee, and own thy fray, 
Lis chine to conquer, theirs to obey. 

Let your great forefathers warm ye, 

By their godlike acts in arms, 

Tis not France, or Spain can harm ye, 

By their bluſt' ring or their arms: 
Britannia ever ſhall triumphant way | 
And reign ſole empreſs both by land and ſea. 


v. 
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3 | VI. 
Let all civil diſcord ceaſe, 

Join together heart and hand; 
Soon you'll bring the foe to peace, 

If join'd you may the world command: 
Britons united, each proud foe ſhall find, | 
They victors be gainſt all their force conjoin'd d. 

VII. 
But when you victorious are, 
She the world you're brave and free, 
Make your captives ſtill your care ; 
Let contending nations ſee, 

That Britons are generous as brave, 
And fight to conquer, but not to enſlave. 

. VIII. 
The ſouls of thoſe who glory won, 
Shall you accompany in fight; 
Their guardian angels lead you on, 
Well pleas'd with the gjorious ſight: 
Haſte then, Britons, glory calls, 
Deſtroy their fleets and mount their walls. 


ADDRESS TO FRIENDSHIP. - 


Y vows I daily make at friendſhip's ſhrine, 

Give wealth to fools, be ſacred app 

mine b 

Ves, charming maid, thy 1 a ru purſue, 
Until 1 bid this tranſient world adieu. 


Bleſs'd 


18 ORIGINAL POEMS. 
Bleſs d with thy ſmiles, thro' life ſerenely ſteer, 
With ſweet content, and nothing have to fear ; 
Thou giv'ſt me happineſs without alloy, 
And tranquil peace which envy can't deſtroy: 
On thy ſoft boſom, am I lulbd to reſt, 

With thy dear preſence, am ſupremely bleſt. 


IMPROMPTU, 
10 A GENTLEMAN WHO SHEWED ME SOME VERSES ON 


A LADY, AND SAID THEY WAS ONLY THE EFFECTS 
OF A DREAM. 


1. 
| HILE you love's pleaſing pains do ſing, 
And ſay *tis but a dream; 
Indeed my friend, 'tis no ſuch thing, 
For real love's your theme. 
„ II. 
Jour heart I read in ev'ry line, 
Your paſſion ſee moſt clear; 
And hope your Nelly ſo divine, 
Will never prove ſevere. 
2 VV 
But will reciprocally love, 
A heart that is fo true; 
And hope ſhe will a bleſſing prove, 
And conſtant be to you. 


1v, 
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IV. 
If I my wiſh of heay' n may gain, 
May ft thou know ev'ry joy 
May neither ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 
Thy N z. 
But may the charming fair one give, 
Her hand and heart to thee; 
And may you ever with her live, 
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VI. 
Still may your mutual love increaſe, 
And ſtronger grow each day; 
May all be tranſport, 3 Joy and peace, 
Thou gently rule, and the obey. 


N. B. My opinion you aſk'd, you have it here, | 
Believe me friend, I ever am fincere. 


Pa srxING. 
EHOLD fweet wile in radiant beauties areſs'd, 
With mantle green and variegated veſt ; 

Lo! where the goddeſs born on zephyrs wings, 
Who with her magic renovates all things. 

Hark, the ſweet choriſters from ſpray to ſpray, | 
Melodious chaunt, and hail the happy day; 
With} joy and love their little hearts elate, 
With raptures * to _ out a mate. 


When 
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When ſpring approaches with her jocund train, 

Of laughing loves, and wantons o'er the plain; 

The wint'ry blaſts before the goddeſs flies, 

And muſt give place to clear azure ſkies. 

All nature now in beauteous pomp appears, 

And every trace of winter diſappears; 

The hills and dales were late immerg'd i in ſnow, 

Are cover'd now with tints of diffrent glow. 

Of num'rous flow'rs which healthful odours yields, 
While verdant green adorns the fruitful fields ; . 
Pomona too an earneſt gives, that ſhe 

The golden apple will preſent to the. 

May no rude blight the render bloom deſtroy, 

To diſappoint thee, or to laſh thy joy. 

The ruſtic now with joy the change beholds, 

And haſtes at dawn to cheer his fleecy folds. 

The healthy milk-maid too with nimble ſpeed, 

To milk her cows, trips o'er. the verdant mead z 
Home by her ſide, her truſty lover bears, * 
The limpid charge, and ſoftly ſooths her ears; . 
With tales of conſtancy and ardent love, : 
And tries each art the modeſt nymph to move. 
While ſhe with ſimp'ring ſmiles and downcaſt eye, LH 
Will not accept his ſuit, or can deny; | 
Till the clown ſwears he's honeſt and ſincere, | 
And vows from him ſhe nothing has to fear: 
At length convinced, ſhe his love returns, 


And like the ſwain with equal ardor burns. 5 
REVENGE, 


by 
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REVENGE. 


F all our crimes, revenge is ſure the worſt, 
And they who harbour it are moſt accurs'd; 
F iend like it is, in any to deſtroy ; 
Another's peace, or daſh their heart-felt j joy. 
Still be my heart a ſtranger to revenge, 
And let juſt heav'n my enemies avenge; 5 
Ho can thoſe hearts that harbours but a thought, 
Of dire revenge, look up to heav'n for ought? 
How dare they offer up their daily pray'rs, 


To great Jehovah to relieve their cares ? : 
Or grant them bleſſings, while with dev'liſh art, 2 
They're planting daggers in another's heart ? 
If heav'n peculiar vengeance e'er deſign'd, e 9 
Tis 'gainſt this plague and poiſon of mankind. bY, 23 
l 2 
IMPROMPTU, 9 
: TO A GENTLEMAN WHO TOLD ME HONOR. WAS "ok # 
' PHANTOM. 


IFE without honor is an empty ſhew, „ 
4.4 And dooms the heart to everlaſting woe: 8 
I hope that heaven will me protect and guard, ' = 
And teach me ev'ry fatal blow to ward:  ' _ 
That ſhall againſt my honor be deſign'd, 

And ever keep me in the preſent mind; 3 


.* 


* 2 — 1 
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My principles, or I have ſtrove in vain. _ 
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Whate er's my fate, I hope I ſhall retain 


3 2M 
IMPROMPTU, 


10 A GENTLEMAN wHO ASKED ME waar 1 een 
| "WISHED FOR. 1 5 5 


NF all the gifts that heren doth 3 boah 
I aſk but one, and that is ſolid ſenſm 
Of that poſſeſs d, each other wiſh I have 


That mortals in this tranſient world can crave. 


a 


IMITATION or SOME LINES In VIRGIL s TRAVESTY... | 


ET ſhalt thou ne 'er ive Fl ackire, TREE 
Thy heart ſhall ever burn like fire: 
Soon as I am a wand'ring ghoſt, 


Which in few days will be at moſt 


I from ſweet ſlumbers will awake thee, _ 
And ſlave to thy own fears will make thee; * 
Thee I'll purſue both nn ͤ 
And ſhou'dſt thou e' er attempt to write; 
PI! ready ſtand with burning taper, 3 
Confuſe thy thoughts, and burn the paper, Li J | 
Thou ſhalt repent the time that cer. 

Thou left'ſt poor Dido in deſpair. 


4 
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| IMITATION OF CARMEN PASTORAL... 1 


M ok e to jaw, ieee 
More than bear to ſuck bis | Pav, | ſe p 
More than Charſetan to caper, OLE 1 

More than Spaniard does to vapor, 1 OP * 
More than Scotchmian does to ſcratch, 5 * 
More than beggar does to e N od. 
More than Turks alcoran love, ee cls wt 
More than woodpecker the grove, OM 
More than parrots do to chatter, . 3 1 
More than ducklins love the water, e 
More than nightingales to ſing, 
More than lambkins does the ſpring, 8 
More than fiſhes does to ſwim, | 
| More than N ancy does a whim, AASA ATY 
5 More than fowler loves his gon, . 1 
More than witlings does to pun, oP 
More than boys at taw to play, * 
More than clowns 2 holiday, F 
More than Kentiſh. men loves e 3 
More than porter does his wicket, „ 
More than ladies does guitar, 1 3 „ 
More than cocks does loye to par; 4 
More than players to rehearſe, EW * ve, | 
More than, poets to write verſe, , | 


More than milk-maid does her pail, 
More than ſeamen does to ſail, 
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More than lion does his prey, 


More than pen can well indite, 


For G— 
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More than childben does hve fruit, 
More than ſergeant does recruit, 
More than butterflies. the ſpray, 


More than eagles loves the light, 
More than glow-worm does the night, 
More than bats their leathern wings, 
More than ſnipes the bubbling ſprings, = 
More than partridge loves ants eggs, 
More than greyhound does his legs, a 


More than mortal e'er can write, {i 


More than all I've ſaid before, 


You I love and muſt adore, 


ro THE AUTHOR OF oK. LETTER VERSIFIED. ®. 
NEASE, ſcribbler, ceaſe, nor wer thy envious | 
_ ſpirit, CET OS 
k's ſenſe thou never Gan'ſt inherit: 1 1 
And ks, 4 in ſpite of ſuch dull pens as thine, 5 


He with unrivall'd luſtre ſtill will —_— 
As when bright ſol unfolds the beams of day, f 


The leſſer planet muſt of courſe give way. 
So G 


—k ſhall unmatch'd in genius ſtand, 
At once the pride and glory of this land 1 


His happy talents neer can be forgot, . 
Wdilſt thine, like thee, muſt in oblivion rot: 


. 
iy 1 - N _— 
* N ph i 

p as l * 

; . f 
1 - 
; : 4 * 

2 + % 
| 1 
* 
' 


ORIGINAL PO E Ms. 12 s 


At length convinc'd, ev'n envy's ſelf ſhall own, 
Great Shakeſpear's ſoul ſhone forth in him alone. 
His taſk it was his beauties to explore, 

And trace the ſprings of his poetic lore: _. 
G did juſtice, unto merit due, 
And brought his hidden treaſures forth to view 4 


Lopp'd his luxuriancies, his thoughts refin'd, 8 


Ad held. him up a mirror to mankind; 
Where every mortal may his features "A 
And view each paſſion that's innate in man. 
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| IMPROMPTU, PEPE 53% 
To A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED ME WHAT FRIENDSHIP - 
WS. 


RIENDSHIP's the nobleſt paſſion of the mind, 


A balm for all the ills that plague mankind z 
- Friendſhip ſincere can baniſh ev'ry care, 
Revives the heart, and keeps it from a 1 
Ever aſſiduous to ſupply each want, 

And favors to diſtreſſed merit grant: 

To guard o'er virtue with a watchful CY 

And if diſtreſſed to its ſuccour fly: 

Eber ready to defend another's he. . 
And draw a veil oer erring mortal's ſhame. 

This, this is friendſhip, and I'll fully prove 
This is the moſt exalted kind of love: 


Thus heav'n- born friendſhip I've portray'd to = 


And . with me Tub 6 own the picture true. 
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6 magnificent thy works appear 1 
To us, thy creatures, that are planted here. 


Almighty architect, how great thy plan 
Above the thought of poor and ſimple man? 
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IMPROMPTU, | * 
of VIEWING TRE TRANSIT or Mans IN THE. YEAR. 
MPCCLEVT, ON AN EXTREAM FINE viohr. . 


443 1 


ow A and awful is this pleaſin ing light! 
Which fills my ſoul with wonder and delight? 2. 


Oh! great Jehovah, King and Lord of all, 

Whoſe mighty pow'r ſuſtains this earthly ball; 
Who gives the planets each their proper place, 
Nor can they either ſwerve from time or place. 


Who taught the fats! in different ſpheres to roll, 1 
That each the other never might controul : 9 
Leaſt ſudden ruin ſnouꝰd arould be hurl'd, 15 4 
And into atoms cruſh thi aſtoniſh'd world. | ie; 5 
PART OF A GR EENLAND ODE, IMITATED IN VERSE.” , 


1 fan as the vernal willow-tree, 5 
My fair Anningait thou appear'ſt to me: 
Thy breath the fragrance of the thyme exceeds, 


That decks the mountains and the flow'ry meads: : | IV | 


White as the teeth of morſe thy fingers are, 
Thy ſmiling f ſoftneſs 3 4s gs compare. e 
The 
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The ice when thaw'd gives not ſuch joy to me, 
As but one moment thy ſoft ſmiles to ſee. 
Where'er thou go'ſt I will purſue thee ſtill, 
Be it in rocks or caves, o'er dale or hill: 2 
Or ſhou'dſt thou chooſe large tracts of ſnow to trace, t 
Thee Pl attend, and help thee in the chace; 

And will protect thee from each monſter” 8 claws, 
And from the cannibal's tremendous j „ ob. 
If the Rocks Genius * on thee, caſt an 3 
To thy relief immediately III fly, 

And from his lewd embraces will I tear 

My lovely Anningait, divinely fair: 

I dread Haff gufa f cer, ſhow'd dare invade, 

Or Armorac +> Pd. ſnatch, my deareft maid : 

From his fell claws no dangers wou'd 1 _ | 

But from his arms wou d thee in triumph be 5 
If any one ſhou'd, ſtrive to ſeparate, _ 

My love and I, oh! may it be his fate, 
When in his kindred earth he is laid low, 

He may be buried without his bow; 

And when he's landed i in the world of ſouls, 
His ſcull may be converted into bow ls . 
Then fix d beneath the ſtarry lamps on high, Fo 
To catch the oil falls from the radiant 75 5 1 


* Rocks Genius, an eri genius, | fappoſa to inhabit the 
rocks. R 


+ Haſpufs and Aene elite Auppbtzd to ariſe out of | 
the waters to do nnn nen Wr . 
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K ANNINGAIT. 


MA thy dear hands prove ſtronger than the bear, 
And thy feet ſwifter than the bounding deer: 
Still may thy dart be ever aim'd aright, 
That nothing from thee may eſcape by flight. 
Believe, my love, the truth to thee I ſpeak, 


I wiſh thy boat may never ſpring a leak : 


And that thy wary footſteps ne'er may ſlide 

On ice, but heav'n be ſtill thy guard and guide. 

Oh mayſt thou bouyant on the waters be, 
And never faint upon the ſtormy ſea: 

Whene'er with ſkill thou darteſt the harpoon, 


May the ſeal ruſh to his deſtruction ſoon : 
And ſoon as &er the whale ſhall feel her wound, 

Oh may ſhe laſh in vain the waves around: _ 
May all thou undertak'ſt propitious prove, 


And each good ſpirit guard my faithful love. 


| AJUT'S COMPLAINT WHEN ABSENT FROM ANNINGAIT«. 


HY Anningait, did'ſt thou obdurate prove, 
And not accompany thy faithful love? 


What have I done? my heart no joy can feel, 
For thine, moſt cruel fair, is hard as ſteel. 


Oh! how ſhall I this tedious abſence bear, 

| Depriv'd the ſight of all my heart holds dear. 
Time to beguile till I to thee return, 

For which my heart inceſſantly doth burn: 


ORIGINAL POEMS. 
For thee I've made a beauteous fiſhing coat, 
Likewiſe a pretty little fiſhing boat : 
A tent I have provided too for thee, 


And * cer long my lovely maid to ſee, 1 


AJUT .STAYS LONGER HUNTING AND FISHING THAN 
HE IMAGINED HE SHOULD, WHICH 18 THE oc 


SION OF THE FOLLOWING, 


3 
i 140 


ow frail and wreithed'! is the life of Sl 
We ne'er are happy, ſtrive whate er we can: 
The ice, which on the mighty waters roll, 5 
And juſtle *gainſt each other, ſhoal by ſhoal; 
While in its pride it ſeems to tow'r on high, 
A few warm ſunbeams darted from the ſky, - 
Deſtroys its texture, ſpoils its dazzling ſhew, 
While the waves countermine its baſe belo ). 
L.inke life it is but a deceitful toy, 
A real evil, unſubſtantial 3 wo +- 
| Like northern lights upon our ſenſes plays, 
Which does our eye- ſight᷑ dazzle with their blaze: 
Which while we viewWith pleaſure and delight, 
Withdraw and leave us envelop'd in night. 
Love, like a dang'*rous whirlpool us ſurround, 
And they who tempt the ſtream are ſurely arown d: 
It lures us on, no danger we eſpy, 
Nor ſee the peril till we are too nigh: 
By ſlow degrees it draws us gently on, 
Nor do we feel the wound till we're undone; 
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Till all reſiſtance we can make is vain, ' 

To ſcape the ſnare, or free us from love's pain. 

Ajut, why didſt thou fondly fix thine eyes 

On her, or loſe thy heart by ſuch ſurprize ? 
Or why for her the banquet didſt prepare, 

Thy peace to loſe, and be involv'd in care? 

Before ſhe to the fatal banquet came, 

Ajut ſtood foremoſt in the liſts of fame; 
The ſleeping morſe not happier was than me, 
But now relentleſs fair, E die for thee. 

Why did I gaze on thy bewitching face, 
That is adorn'd with ev'ry charm and grace >. 
Yet if thou wilt be faithful to thy love, 
And of my honeſt paſſion but approve, - 

When I return, and meet me with a ſmile, 

And virgin bluſh, *rwill all my cares beguile : 

For thee with joy PII chace the flecting deer, 
Nor will I froſt, or ſnow, or darkneſs fear; n 

But &er unwearied as the ſummer's uod, 
At thy command with rapt'rous haſte will run. 
A few weeks more, my love, then ſhall I come, 
And wealth and plenty with ring 
Thy kindred all on luxuries ſhall feed, 

The roe-fiſh and the porpoiſe too mall bleed, 

The ſkins of fox and hare ſhall grace thy bed, 

And fur of ſeals from cold protect thy head 
With fat of whales thy lamps ſhall be ſupply'd, 
And all my care ſhall be to pleaſe my bride. 
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EXTEMPORE PRAYER IN ILLN ESS. 2 


H Lord! which doth in heay'n reign, + ES 
Vouchſafe to hear my pray”: „ _ = 
Protect me till, and ever deign ' | 

To make me cer thy care. 
Do thou ſtill ſhield me from all harm, 
And ev'ry kind of ill, 
My bitter enemies difarm, 
If *tis thy holy will. FF. 
O Lord, my ſoul to thee I raiſe, + 
From earth to heav'n on high, 

Thy holy name each ay Pll praiſe, 7 2 

 Toall eternity. - oth 

My gracious God, while I deſerve, 3 4 

Oh keep me from all evil, ff Yo 
And thy poor ſervant eier preſe ve . "= 

From machinations of the devil. e 
If I this day reſign my breath, h 9 
O waft my ſoul on high; 5 Fae 190 

Triumphantly I'll meet with death, | 

And praiſing thee will die. MITT” 

Confirm'd by faith, by hope ſuſtain'd, 44% ®. 

To thee my foul reſign, 

By death my heart cannot be pain' d, 

If R d by of nth divine. Fs 
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IMPROMPTU, 


ON A GENTLEMAN'S PRESENTING ME WITH _ 


PRIMROSES THE VI. OF FEBRUARY, MDCCLXIX, * 


ELCO ME a of the ring 
Pretty little modeſt thing ; 


y Emblem thou of virgin pride, 
Fer with falſhood it is dy d:. 
Spotleſs as the bluſhing maid, * 

E'er by man's arts ſhe's betray'd ; 


On my boſom I'll thee place, 
That ſoft manſion thou ſhalt grace: 


Ton 


Next my heart I'll place thee near, 
That when thy beauties diſappear, 
| ghee will caſt an eye, 
And thou ſhalt teach me howto die. 
A leſſon be that beauty waſtes, 
And on time's wings quickly haſtes; 


That I like thee, when life i is fled, 
Muſt lie 3 with the tees. 


> * 
oy 


FAREWELL TO THE HOUSE WHICH 1 LOST MY DEAR 


LL Hated houſe! my leave I take of thee, 
F or thou a fatal houſe has prov'd to me: 


FATHER AND BROTHER IN, | 


Within 


ORIGINAL | 


Within thy walls my — lot, | 
My joys all blaſted, and my wiſhes. croſs d. „ 
To happineſs I bid a long farewell, = 
My griefs are more than mortal rongue can tell. 
Remember man poſſeſs'd of ev'ry joy, 

One moment can thy greateſt bliſs deſtroy. 
When at the height this leſſon learn to know, 
He that exalts can bring thee down as low. 


EOS 74.2 
1 5 


7 
| 1 * | 
A $ERIOUS THOUGHT ON THE DEATH or My FATHER. 


H my great God, if martals are thy 0 
Unto my ſuff' rings lend a gracious ear; 
With pity turn thine eyes to me below. + 
And teach me how my griefs to undergo ? $ EN 
Guard and ſuſtain me in this dreadful hour, 
Protect and ſhield me by thy mighty pow'r: 
Watch me and keep me from all kind of ill, 
Be thou my guide and my director ſtill: 
Be thou to me a father and a friend, 
Thee I'll adore until my life doth end. 


| 5 IMPROMPTU, 
on READING POPE'S ESSAY ON MAN, 


MMORTAL bard, by gracious heav'n deſign'd 
To mend our morals, and improve the mind; 
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And on time's wings quickly haſts 
That I like thee, whe | 
Muſt lie forgotten with the 12 


— 


IMPROMPTU, 


ON A GENTLEMAN'S PRESENTING ME WITH _ 


PRIMROSES THE VI. OF FEBRUARY, MDCCLXIX, * 


ELCOME davghter of the ſpring, 
Pretty little modeſt thing 5 
Emblem thou of virgin pride, 
F'er with falſhood it is dy'd : 
Spotleſs as the bluſhing maid; * 
E'er by man's arts ſhe's betray'd; 


On my boſom I'll thee place, 
That ſoft manſion thou ſnalt grace: _ 
Next my heart Tl] place thee near, 
That when thy beauties diſappear, 
Ton hee will caſt an eye. 297 
And thou ſhalt teach me how to die. 


A leſſon be that beauty waſtes, Tied 


| x life. 1 18 fled, 


4 


FAREWELL To THE HOUSE wHICH 1 LOST My DEAR 
| FATHER AND BROTHER IN, 


F LL-fated houſe ! my leave 1 take of thee, 
F or thou a fatal houſe has prov'd to me: 


Within 


Within 8 walls my _— 1 lot, N 
My joys all blaſted, and my wiſhes croſs d. 
To happineſs I bid a long farewell, 
My griefs are more than mortal tongue can tell. 
Remember man poſſeſs d of ev'ry joy, 
One moment can thy greateſt bliſs deſtroy, 
When at the height this leſſon learn to know, 
He that exalts can bring thee down as low. 
* 4 
A SERIOUS THOUGHT oN THE DEATH or My FATHER. 


— 


H my 5 God, if mortals are - thy care, 
- Unto my ſuffrings lend a gracious ear; 
With pity turn thine eyes to me below, 

And teach me how my griefs to undergo ? 
Guard and ſuſtain me in this dreadful hour, RY 
Protect and ſhield me by thy mighty pow EIS. 
Watch me and keep me from all kind of * 

Be thou my guide and my director ſtall : 

Be thou to me a father and a friend, 


Thee Pl] adore until my life doth end. 
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o READING POPE'S ESSAY ON MAN, = 


MMORTAL hard, by 3 3 deſign d 


To mend our morals, and improve the mind; 
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ORIGINAL POEMS. *" 


Who in this work hath laid the noble plan, 
To form the great, the good, and perfect man? 


Ohl cou'd my humble muſe but once aſpire 


To catch one ſpark of thy pottic fire; 
I'd neither wiſh for wealth or to be great, 


Wich that content I'd ſmile at fickle fate. 


2 IMPROMPTU, ET 

WRITTEN IN A 8 2 

\ H wond'rous nature, what a arent diſplay 
Of beauties thou diſcloſeſt day by day? 

ay by what pow'r thou doſt from 3 earth 
Give to ſuch vegetables life and birth? - 
Can ſuch amazing produce all be thine ? ? 
No, they are formed by a hand divine; 
| Whoſe myſtic works with rapture I explore, 
With rev rence blended, and my God adore. 


Who can believe, that hath but common. ſenſe, 
That God himſelf doth not theſe joys diſpenſe ? 


Ye atheiſts ſhudder, and believe the hand 


That hath air, earth, and ſea, at his command, 
Can in an inſtant make you know your God, 


And cruſh you into atoms with a nod. 
As the loud thunders daſh the reptile race, 


So ſhall you be before his awful face. 
But, ah! alas! it nothing is to 917 , 
Youl be caſt out to all eternity. 


8 Therefore 


— 
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Threfore in time repent and by forgiv'n, 
And ſhare with angels all the joys of heay 


EPITAPH DESIGNED FOR A CHILD, | 


EADER, behold, but do not ſhed a tear, 
IX The earthly part of innocence lies hear; 
A ſpotleſs babe cut off in earlieſt bloom, 
And hurried from the cradle to the tomb. 
Eer ſhe the bitter pill of life kh ta en, 
E'er ſne was ſenſible of grief or pain; | 

Juſt heay' n in pity ſnatch'd her from this life, 
Which i is at beſt but trouble, care, and ſtrife. 
He gave the word, when AE an angel flies, 
And on his pinions bears her to the ſkies; . 

A little cherubim ſhe there appears, 

And an immortal crown of glory wears. 


IMPROMPTU, 5 
TO A GENTLEMAN: WHO ASKED ME WHAT VIRTUE- 
vas. g 


IRTUE ; is what all FER ought to prize, 
None honor can enjoy that het deſpiſe : 
Wou'd you attain a great and laſting name, 
' Virtue muſt lead you to immortal fame; 


Therefore, my friend, this leſſon learn of me, N 


Virtue alone Is true . r 
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1 - 
Ft . 
* 


ON GENERAL WOLFE, * 


\TERNAL honor ſhall embalm each name, 
That Wolfe conſigns to everlaſting fame; 

"That names with his ſhall ſtill be handed down, 
And wreaths of glory ſhall their temples crown. 
Long as this tranſient world its form ſhall hold, 
So long ſhall his immortal deeds be told; 
Who with the ardent love of glory fir'd, 
In Britain's cauſe triumphantliy expir'd. 
With innate courage pregnant in his ſoul, 
His love of glory nothing cou'd controul; 
With Roman ardour he purſu'd the foe, 
Until the fatal bullet ſtruck the blow. 
That his undaunted heart aſunder riv'd, 


And in an inſtant him of life depriv d; 


Wounded he falls, and as he falls he cries, 
| Behold, my lads, the foe before you flies. 
Neer faint, my hearts, courageouſly purſue, 
And you will certainly them all ſubdue; 

' Haſte to the charge, purſue fair victory, 
Aſſſiſt me not, this moment I muſt die. 

I can no more, lo! here I yield my breath, 
Like Britons fight, revenge your gen'ral's death : 
This ſaid, his breath he yielded on the plain; 
But his atchievements ever ſhall remain: 

In future times, his courage ſhall inſpire, 
Each Briton's breaſt with emulative fire. 


To 


* 
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To fight and conquer in Britannia's cauſe, 
Support her king and guard her ſacred laws; 
From all who dare her with impunity, - 1 
And ſhew the world they're always brave and free, - 
What tho' we've many gallant heroes loſt, 

Each haughty foe ſhall find it to their coſt, 

While they're carne they'll force them all to ub, 

That Britons ne'er can fall but by themſelves alone? 
They ſhall convince all empires, ſtates, and kings, 
That Britifh valor like the hydra ſprings; 
One head lopp'd off, unriumb'red ſhall ariſe, *. 
Which by their warlike feats, ſhall all the world! fur. 

pier 

To thoſe who fall, ſuch hanork ſhall be 1 
As here you ſee to Wolfe's illuſtrious ſhade. 


j 
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A DIVINE ODE BY A. W. 


NGELS and ſeraphs guide my lays, 
While I attempt the Godhead's e „ 

Who form'd this vaſt immenſity, 5 

Whoſe pow'r's to all eternity, 
Whoſe watchful eye doth ever guard, | 
Who virtuous actions will reward: 35 80 
Oh! pardon me, while I attempt to ing, 
The praiſe of thee, my God and king. 
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5 5 II. pO 
Thou who. thro' life haſt. me'ſuſtain'd, 
And eas'd my heart when it was pain'd ; 
Who doſt protect me from all ill, 
And evermore art watchful ſtill, 
To keep thy ſervant from all harms, 
And ſhield'ſt her in thy foſt'ring arms: 
Oh! pardon me, while J attempt to ſing, 
The praiſe of thee, my God and king. 
All things were form'd at thy command, 
All bleſſings cometh from thy hand; _ 
To thee great God, to thee we owe, 
Each joy and bleſſing here below; 
To thee we owe our life and breath, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, we ſmile at death: | 
Oh! pardon me, while I attempt to ing, 
The 88 of thee, my God and king, 
IV. N 

T hou who doſt all 5 actions ſcan, * 
Who form'd that wondrous creature man, 
Stupendous fabric, work divine, 
Where each to form the whole combine: 
What nice connexions from the whole, 
To which thou'ſt given an immortal ſoul ? 
Oh! pardon me, while I attempt to ſing, _ 
The pre of Woes my God and King. 
V. 
The more thy wonders I ſurvey, 
Fhe more I love and will obey, 


Thy holy precepts which ſhall give, 
Me joy and comfort while I live. 
Thee I'll adore, and ſing thy praiſe, 
Till unto thee, my ſoul I raiſe: 

Oh! pardon me, while I attempt to ſing, 
The praiſe of thee, my God and king. 
5 ee 

Oh! gracious God, ſtill me protect, 
And let me nothing &er neglect ; 
That can prepare me for that | joy, 
Which nothing mortal can deſtroy. 

Oh! teach me Lord thy laws to know, 

And grant me happineſs below : 

Oh! pardon me, while I attempt to ſing, 
The praiſe of thee, my God and king. 

ENTS "VIE = 

When I from this vain world remove, 

To ſhare of joys with thee above ; 

May death no terrors have for me, 


But may*my thoughts be wrapt in thee : 


Let angels waft me to the ſkies, 

To offer up to thee on high; 

Then to eternity Vil fing, 

The praiſe of thee, my God and kids” 
June 4th, 12755 2% 
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* 
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A DIVINE ODE, BY A. W. AN IMITATION, 


WAKE, all nature join with me, 
To ſing your Maker's praiſe; 


All hail his great divinity, 


For he deſerves our lays. 
II. 


And thou bright ſun which doſt lume, 


This tranſient world below; 

With me the heav- nly theme reſume, 
Tribute « on him beſtow. 

III. 

And Haba pale moon that lights the globe, 
When Phoebus is no more; 

And night has ſpread her ſable robe, 
With me * 8&1 eat Jane adore. 

IV. 

Ye brilliant ſtars that Bild the wats. 

In ſymphony too join; 


To him who's ever juſt ond right, 


And evermore divine. 
| . * 


Ye mountains high and vallies low, 


All fing with one accord; 


Pue Homage to your Maker ſhew, 


And hail your gracious Lord. 


VI. 


VI. 
Ye playful lambkins, ſporting round, 

Ye herds that crop the graſs . 

Your benefactor's praiſe reſound, 
Who form'd this mighty mals, 
| VII. 

Ye ſilent fiſhes of the flood, 

Lift up your eyes to heav'n; 
And thank Jehovah for the food, 
That's daily to you givin, 

VIII. 
Ye ſtately trees that deck the grove, 
And rear your tops on high; _ 
With ſilent praiſe your Maker * 
Revere the deity, 

IX.. 

Ye little warblers while ye ſing, 
And fly from ſpray to ſpray ; 

| Melodious greet your gracious king, 
And hail the jocund day. | 

Ye mighty ſeas that dreadful roll, 
Join in the gen'ral ſong; 

To him who can your waves controul, 
All Prone doth belong, 

8 

But chiefly thou great „ 

Feorm'd by his plaiſtic hand; 

Oh! man thy duty ne'er ſnou'd ceaſe, 
But ſtill obey his great command. | 
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XII. 


J _ 


2 
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. XII. 
For as he form'd thee from the duſt, 
Io duſt muſt thou return; 
Then while you're here be good and jut, 
There's no returning from the bourn. 
ä 
When once the fatal barrier paſt, 
No more you here can come; 
But live in joys that ever laſt, 
Or ſhare a dreadful doom. 
XIV. 
Then hits on this ſhort ſtage you ſtay, 
Oh! ever make it your care 
Your Maker's laws be ſure obey, 
To him prefer your daily pray'r, 
That he will grant you ſtore of grace, 
| His gracious will to know; 
Then without fear you'll ſee his face, 
And) Joys eternal know. 
„„ . 
When death ſhall lift his pointed dart, 
Which ſummons you from here; 
And gives the blow that rives the heart, 
With joy you will appear, 
I 
Before your heay'nly Maker's throne, 
While angels requiems ſing; 
And you enrol amongſt their own, 
Before thi almight ty king. 


XVIII. 


ORIGINAL POEMS, 1343 
XVIII. 
There happy in thoſe bleſt abodes, 
Thou evermore ſhall dwell; 
With angels and with demi gods, 
Nor fear the power of hell. 


ADDRESS ro ENVY. 


HY baleful envy wilt thou thus purſue, 
One who ne'er had the leaſt regard for you ? 
You know I neer attended on your court, 

Where good and bad alike are made the ſport. 
Certain you are, I've all your arts contemn'd, 
Your malice ſmil'd at, and your rage condemn d; 
Then ſince PII not a votreſs be to thee, 

From thy impoiſon'd arrows ſet me free; 

Let me in peace remain whilſt here I live, 

Tis all I aſk or all that thou can'ſt give. 


. | IMPROMPTU, | 
TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED ME WHAT WOMEN 


| WERE GOOD FOR. 7 
Me LE bag 


FOE: women if they pleaſe may always plan, 
Whate'er is great or glorious in man; 
By them inſpir'd each noble act they dare, 
Be it in arts, in ſcience, or in war; 
By them encourag'd, they will greatly ſoar, 
As far as human knowledge can explore, 
And now I've told you hat the fair can do, | 
If you're not partial, you will own it true. 
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AN EXTEMPORE EJACULATION, 


— 4 


O gracious heav'n, hear my ardent pray'r, 


Protect, and guard, and make me ſtill thy care, 


Preſerve me thro? this life from ev'ry ill, 
From malice, envy, ſtrife, oh! guard me ſtill; 
Let not the wicked o'er me e er prevail, 


Nor with their poiſon'd arrows me aſſail: 
Grant it, oh Lord! I may ſtill humble be, 
And even love my greateſt enemy. 


Oh! neer let rancour reach my faithful breaſt, 

| Let mercy meek be &er in me confeſs'd; 

Let me, while on this mortal ſtage I live, 

As heretofore mine enemies forgive; 

Oh God ! thou know'ſt I ſeek not for revenge, iq 
Nor never did in cruel wrongs avenge ; 5 


Still keep my heart as ſpotleſs as the dove, 
And where I meet with hate, oh ! let me love; 3 


So ſhall my ſoul a fit oblation be, 
When 1 ſhall quit this world to dwell with thee. 


| IMPROMPTU, 


70 A GENTLEMAN, WHO SAID HE SLUSHED- FOR | THE | 


| FAULTS HE SAW IN OTHERS, 


| 2 you bluſh when others faults you fon. 4 a: 
Then deign theſe eaſy rules to learn from me; 
Avoid 
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Avoid the faults you ſee in other men, 

And if you're guilty be not ſo again: 

If once you conſcious are of any fault, 

Commit it not again, not een in thought: 

Let rectitude of heart thy actions guide, 

And truth and honor be thy greateſt pride; 

Let not diſſimulation taint thy heart, 

Nor from fair virtue's precepts &er depart: 

Let all thy actions ſtand the niceſt teſt, 9 
Then ſhall it be by all the world confeſs'd, 1 
That thou art juſt, and form'd on honor's plan, #.4 
'Tis this that conſtitutes the godlike man; 
'Tis this that makes the good and jult rever'd, 

With ardor lov'd, and yet with rev'rence fear'd: _ 

Such conduct gives a man ten thouſand charms, = 
Creates eſteem, and rage itſelf diſarms. * 


INVOCATION TO DEATH, 


H death, thou grand reliever of our care! 
For once vouchſafe to hear a mortal's PAY. 'r: 
pu” Is gentle ſlumbers ſoftly me ſurprize, _ 4 
While guardian angels cloſe my dying eyes: 
Let not thy horrid pangs aſſail my heart, 

But let me in tranquility depart. 1 

As I have ever ſtrove all in my pow'r, - 

Others to ſerve z O let my dy ing hour 

Be peaceful; let me gently fink to reſt; 
Let not thy terrors rend my tender breaſt 


2 


* 
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But let me calmly ſeek the bleſs'd abodes, 


To live with angels and with dem gods: 
Yet if it is ordain'd by heav'n that I, 

In bitter agonies and pangs mult die, 

May I be patient, and revere the rod 

That ſcourges me, and reverence my God. 


oN READING A FINE REMARK ON MALICE. 


A Fine remark, alas! too true, 
I by experience find, 


There's nothing malice can ſubdue, 


It poiſons human kind. 
Where'er fuperior merit reigns, 
The infernal goddeſs flies; 
With baleful rancor ſpares no pains 


Io fill the world with lies: 
But all her arts ſhall fruitleſs be, 


Superior virtue ſtill _ 
Moves on with conſcious dignity, 


- And fears no kind of ill: 
For tho? awhile ſhe may diſtreſs, 


And arrows at her glance, 


She ſoon ſhall all her rage ſuppreſs, 


When once ſhe does advance. 


With truth and juſtice by her fide, 


Who will the maid ſuſtain ? 


She will her efforts {till deride, 
And back retort the pain. 


70 
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TO THE KING, ON HEARING HE HAD BEEN PERSUADED 
NOT TO TRUST HIMSELF AMONGST HIS SUBJECTS. 
Y royal maſter, do not lend an ear 7 
To thoſe who'd fill thy noble ſoul with fear; 
Who tell thee, *tis not ſafe thyſelf to truſt 

Amongſt thy ſubjects, ſurely are unjuſt : 

Not friends to thee, nor to thy int'reſt true J 
Thy people all revere and honor you:  +— © ® 
They know the native goodneſs of thy heart, | 
And from their monarch never will depart. 
Fearleſs go forth, my dear, my ſov'reign lord, 

You'll find your people all with one accord, of 
To thee aloud will I6 peans fing, 

And proſtrate worſhip their anointed king, 
Thy preſence, like the ſun, ſhall chaſe away 4 
All diſcontent, and drive each cloud aſtray, « 
That does obſcure Britannia's milder day. 
| Peruſe our annals, where we oft are told, 

Our kings in ſecret travelled of old. 

By this they learn'd their ſubjects griefs and fears, 
For truth can never reach the royal ears: 
While flatterers, the bane of all mankind# #1 4 
For their own ſafety kings keep deaf and blind. o 7 
Thy country viſit, free her from all pain, . yh 
And from thy own conviction learn to reigns 
See Pruſſia's monarch, glory of the world, 

Who has deſtruction o'er his proud foes hurt d: | 
8 . He 
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He in his people's hearts doth ſolely reign, 
And to converſe the meaneſt ſlave will deign., 
By this his faults and virtues he has known, 
And to himſelf, himſelf is fully ſhewn. 
Mlark the reſult, the greateſt he of kings, 

4 For every royal virtue in him ſprings. 


AN EXTEMPORE INVOCATION TO THE GODDESS OF 
HEALTH, AFTER I HAD BEEN GATHERING SALU> 
TAKY n - - 


TYGEA, who diſpenſeth health 
To mortals here below; 
Thy aid I wiſh for more than wealth 
Or titles can beſtow, _ 
Thy precepts {gladly I embrace, 
With rapture liſten to thy lore 
For thee each hill and dale I trace, 
And ey'ry hedge explore. 
Immortal goddeſs, grant thy aid 
Unto thy votary ; 
Of illneſs Ell ne'er be raid, 
If thou thy ſecrets wilt teach me. 
Divineſt fair one, teach me how 
Thy myſt'ries to unfold ; 
And lo | to thee Il make this vow, 
To prize thee more than gold. 


15 Thy 
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Thy gentle influence charms mankind, 
That baleful metal kills, 1 
Tis mortal poiſon to the mind, 
The ſource of ev'ry ill. 
Then grant me in an humble ſtate, 
Thy virtues but to know, 
Then I'll ſerenely ſmile at fate, 
And all the poignant ills below: 
For while of thee I am poſleſs'd, 
Let fortune frown or ſmile, _ 
Thy aid ſhall ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
And ſpite of malice care beguile. 


IMPROMPTU, 
' TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED ME HOW 1 SPENT » My 
EVENINGS WITHOUT PLAYING CARDS. _ 


HE bus'neſs of the day being fully o'er, 

I fly from care to the poetic lore: _ 
Thoſe nymphs divine ſtill ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
Calm all my thoughts, and make me ever bleſsd: 
If griefs depreſs, or friends ſhou'd prove unkind, 
In their ſweet ſmiles I e'er relief can find; 

While this employment gives me real joys, _ 


. loſe your wealth by ale deſtructive toys. 
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Some noble authors too I'd chooſe, 


;” And ever prove of greateſt uſe, 
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A WISH. 


H ILE others pine "for wealth or ſkate, 
This happy fate be mine, 
Some humble cottage be my fate, 
III all the reſt reſign. 


Contented with a country life, 


From care and envy free, 


Exempt from flatt'ry, wiles, or ſtrife, 


How happy ſhou'd I be? 


Content all day my flocks Id feed, 


In innocence and eaſe; 

And at night-fall acroſs the mead, 
I'd walk myſelf to pleaſe. 

Soon as my ev'ning walk was Ger, 
I'd to my cot repair, 


Where I my Maker wou'd adore, 


And baniſh ey'ry care. 


With this, and converſe with a friend, 


Shou'd I be amply bleſs'd, 


Who wou'd to me aſſiſtance lend, 


And lull my foul to reſt. 
"Cauſe they exalt the mind, 


To poliſh and improve mankind. 
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If beau n wou'd grant me ſuch a 5 
I'd bid the world farewell; 
And wou d retire by all 1 
But where, there's none ſhou'd tell; 
Save only few, whoſe noble hearts 
By ſympathy enchain'd 
To mine, who free from gall or arts, 
Have ſtedfaſt yet remain'd : 
Whoſe hearts by gen'rous virtue fir'd, 
Nor paſſions can controul, 5 
And by good- nature e'er inſpir d, 
They're inmoſt in my ſouul. 


TO A GENTLEMAN WHO PRESENTED ME WITH A 
CURIOUS FLOWER, ATTENDED WITH A SINGULAR 
COMPLEMENT. LE . 


ou fay, my lead; this flow'r you give to me, 
Becauſe *tis like myſelf, a rarity; 

1 think you for your genteel complement, 

But you muſt pardon me if I difſent; 
Superior talents fall not to my ſhare, 

And to attain them, I, alas! deſpair. 

Now let's examine well this lovely flow'r, 

And trace the wonders of the almighty pow'r. 
See here by nature's pencil full diſplay'd, 

The matchleſs tints of beauteous light and ſhade: 
With ſtrokes ſo nice, beyond the pow'r of art, 
Or greateſt maſters ſkill e er to impart. 


Lo 
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| Lo what rich luſtre does it now adorn ? 

il Teet will it fade and periſh e er the morn: 

i Behold as it doth on my. boſom le, - 

* It pines, and ſickens, and its beauties die: 

; | Already ſee its boaſted pride i is O'er, 

„ No pow'r its ſweets or luſtre can reſtore ; ' 
= And as it droops, this leſſon doth convey, 

[| That I like it hut flouriſh for a day. * | 
[i Eber long, my friend, *twill be the ſame with me, 
=. Conſign'd unto oblivion I muſt be; _ 

| 5 Each friendly act that I have done forgot, 

| | | And like this flow'r frail muſt lie and rot. 


ON SEEING ZRX. 


[| T LL-fated jealouſy ! thou fiend of h-1, - 
How dar'ſt thou in a noble boſom dwell? _ 
Thy whips and ſcorpions never ſhou'd controul 
The ſoft emotions of the gen'rous ſoul. 
Tz Take up thy lodging in th' ignoble breaſt, 
I) be fitteſt reſidence for ſuch a guelt : 
But, oh! for pity ſpare the good and brave, 
Nor dare to make th' exalted mind thy ſlave. 
= _ Zara, I feel thy love, thy griefs and fears, 
At thy diſtreſs mine eyes o'erflow with tears: 
For noble Oſman too I feel in part, 
The fad diſtreſs that rends his manly heart. 
Ye lordly ſex, from hence a leſſon learn, 
And ſtrive our ſex's merit to diſcern: — 
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From thoſe we love our hearts can never ſwerve, | 1 
Then ſhew the kindneſs to us we deſerve: Rl 
A gen'rous heart is won by being kind, 1 
There's no enſlaving of the noble mind. 1 
The female heart was made for love alone, 1 
*Tis there the little god erects his chrone ; 1 
If you indulgently upon us ſmile, 7 A 
We'll ſooth your griefs, and ty care d begun; 3 4 
On you we ey'ry bleſſing will beſto r I 
That heav'n grants to mortals here below: 
Love and obedience both together blend, 4 
The humble conſort, and the faithful friend. 4 
Ye lawleſs libertines, who vainly rove 1 
Thro' all the mazes of unlawful love | 
This be aſſur'd, you'll find a virtuous wife 
The greateſt bliſs that can be in this life; 
She'll guide you gently thro” life's thorny ways, 
And extricate you quite from folly's maze ; 
And will conduct you to immortal blifs, _— 
In the next world, when you retire from this: 
With prudence chooſe, let ſenſe and virtue guide 
The fair you take, ſhe'Il prove your joy oa arts on 
But if a fool you take for ſake of gold, #6 
Adieu to happineſs, your joys are fold; + 1 
But where congenial minds together join 
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10 A GENTLEMAN WHO Torp ME MY MUSE MUSP 
NEVER e AND wHO-  ADVISED ME TO WRITE 
SATYR. * | * ; 
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O a. Gr Sir, my muſe muſt never deep. bt 
Be well aſſur'd ſhe ſhall due vigils ner 9 a 
E'er watchful be, and will tranſmit each name 
That merits it, to everlaſting fame 
Each noble act ſhe ſhall with joy relate 
Equal of thoſe who love, or thoſe who hate; at 9d TD 
Nor ſhall ſhe ever dip her pen in gall, twel 5X 
But point out merit where it's due to all.? 
Their faults for her may in oblivion lie, Vein 
For who are free from faults beneath the ſæy? 
Much ſhe ſuſpects where ſatyr points the * | 
There's ſecret venom lurking in the heart : * 
To nobler themes ſhe tunes her humble nn * bn 
For heav'n- born friendſhip does her muſe ne 
And gratefully each favor will record 90 
Of thoſe who did their kindly aid mY 
To her, when ſhe was left in deep diſtreſs ; Al 
For whom ſhe'Ilever pray to heav'n to mY 7 1S172S 
And to preſerve them from all kinds of ill, 
While ſhe moſt humbly will attend them ain, 5 
And to the world will faithfully rehearſe 
Their godlike names in never- dying verſe. 
(Such is my mule, which ever ſhall attend 
To ſing the virtues of each gen rous friend, 
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| EXTEMPORE PRAYER. 

Moſt omnipotent, while here I live, 

Virtue and honor to me deign to give 4 
Keep me, O keep me in thy paths ſecure, 
Whatever ills of fate I may endure: 
Nebler from thy holy precepts let me ſwerve, 
Under thy foſt'ring wing me cer preſerve. 
Protect and keep me in the way that's right, 
And let me eer find favor in thy fight; 
Then when this bluſt' ring ſceng of life ſhall cloſe, 
May my ſoul vaniſh in a ſoft repoſe. EROS 
Oh! let me yield my breath without a a igh, 
And angels waft me to eternity, 
To bliſs ineffable for evermore, 33 
. in IP rammen 1 did e' er adore. | — 19 25 


5 1 
1 


 EPITAPH DESIGNED "0h A BROTHER. | 


AHINK, th nb ihr dens or al, 
That this e' er long muſt be the fate of all: 

Look on this ſilent tomb, and here e ſee 
That life's a fleeting ſhade and vanity. 

Let not the tongue of ſcandal. here prevail, 

But ofer his youthfulfollies draw a veil : 

Remember this when you his ations ſean, 


Tuma you was but a mortal man; n aff Tees 
. Aud 
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And that from imperfeCtions none are free, 
And as you ſee him now you ſoon will be. 


ON READING OYID's PROPHRSY, | 


-ES, eh Ovid, true thou haſ 3 
Thy ſweetly pleaſing themes ſhall ne er grow oy 
Long as the ſun the hemiſphere ſhall light. 
Thou ſhalt be read with wonder and delight; zu: 
Tho! of thy body there's no trace behind, 
We've all the beauties of thy fruitful wind: 1 
And tho thy aſhes in oblivion lie, 
Thy fame remains to all eternity. 
Cou'd I like thee in tuneful e flow, | 
Id aſk no greater bleſſing here below .- 
Such pleaſing truths thou haſt with con. mixt, Tu 
That our attention on thee muſt be fix d; 
When we thy charming ſoothing lines read ver, 
We muſt regret that thou haſt left no more. 
Apollo, grant me but to ſtrike the lyre 
Like him, before I from this world retire; 
No other boon I aſk, let this be giv'n, 
I aſk but ſenſe, all ee l leave to-heav'n,. | 
Minerva hear, thy humble votreſs prays, es 
That thou woud'ſt condeſcend ta grace her lays 1 
Then ſhall her laſting fame be fix d as fate, 
Maugre deſtruction, envy, malice, hate: 
Her name like incenſe ſhall to heav' maria. TOY”. 
Aud be to Jove a grateful andes. il ad ic 
| ; I- 
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| | IMPROMPTU, + 
TO A GENTLE! WHO ASKED ME WHAT OPINION 
1 HAD Wann * HIM. 


HEN ſea is ov and earth i 18 ſea; 
When men from fallacy are free; 
When fire is water, water fire; 
And miſers gold do not deſire; 
When love from man's true and ſincere, 
And women nothing have to fear; 
When light is darkneſs, darkneſs light, 
And malice ſhall forget her ſpite; 
When all is right and nothing Tg 
TIl ſolve that riddle called - —— 


3 


| 81 


JOSSESSP dE virtue thou ſhalt ſoar on high, 
And blend with angels to eternity; 


Thy ſoul ſhall range thro' all the realms * 5 . 


And ſhare with pirits everlaſting love, | 


| -  1NVOCATION TO FORTITUDE. 


NOME fortitude, thou dear celeſtial maid, ; N 
And grant once more to me thy * aidy 
L | | Came 
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Come, heav'nly fair, thy kind aſſiſtance lend. 
As heretofore, now ſhew thyſelf my friend; 
O teach me how to ward this fatal blow! 
Thy kindly influence on me beſtow, 
But for thy aid, I long e' er this had been 
Laid in my tomb, unthought of and unſeen; 
Once more thy friendly preſence I implore, 
Aſſiſt me now, thy name I'll er adore, 
Thy facred precepts ſtill to me impart, L 
And eaſe the ſtruggles of my labouring heart, 
Do thou ſtill foſter me and raiſe my ſoul 
Above the pow'r of malice to controul ; 
Oh! teach me ſtill to love, and to forgive 
Thoſe who would me of happineſs deprive ; 
But if thy gracious aid thou wilt not dela; 
Comfort adieu, and welcome grief and pain | 
For goddeſs know, without the help of thee, 
Nothing but death from care can ſet me free, 
With heav'n's decrees yet will I acquieſce, 
Whether I happy am, or in diſtreſ smn 
But why, all gracious heav'n, muſt fate decree 
Such complicated ills to hapleſs me? 
Thy holy name I've ever lov'd and fad; Ges 
Thy laws have kept, thy Godhead have rever d! 
O Lord ſupreme ! here let my ſuff rings end, 
Be thou my guide, my guardian, and my friend, 
But, if too much to crave this humble boon, 
Then not my will but thine, my God, be done. 


Love / 
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. 3 AL 


8 AY, mighty love, thou tyrant of mankind. 
That binds in cruel chains the human mind 8 
Ohl tell me, whence thou doſt derive thy ſource? 
Why to thy ſhrine thy victims drag by force? 
The human mind in all things elſe is free; 5 
How comes it then it is enſlav'd by thee? 
Say, cruel Cupid, how can'ſt thou enſlave 
The wiſe, the virtuous, the good, and brave? 
Thus I enrag'd unto the urchin ſaid, 
Who ſoon appear'd, and this reply he made 
Know, fooliſh nymph, mankind muſt bow to me; 
Almighty love was ſent by heav'n's decree, , 
To be the laſting bond that binds you all, 
For this my pleaſing fetters doth enthrall 
The gentle pains that my ſoft pow'r imparts, 
Connects and binds together all your hearts ; 
I for my pains do amply make amends, = ©! 
I give you honor and increaſe your friends; 
Tis me alone true friendſhip can beſtow, * 
And give you taſte of heav'n whilſt below: 


In Hymen's bands the laſting knot I tie, + : 

And give you joys that may with angels vie. 4 
Then ceaſe, raſh maid, and thy complaint ry o'er, 
Leſt I ſhov'd force thee likewiſe to adore : N 


Know, thou art mortal, therefore ſoon mayſt prove 
0 N * and feel the force of love. 


7% 1 In | 
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In virtuous hearts I deepeſt fix the wound, 

True love is ne'er amongſt the vicious found: 
Th' embelliſh'd mind moſt ſtrongly feels my chains, 
My ſoft confuſions and my pleaſing pains: 
Then ceaſe thy rancor, nor with me dare wage, 
Left I this moment make thee feel my rage. 
Trembling all oer I made him this reply, | 

Reſiſtleſs Cupid, heav'nly deity, _ 

Pardon my error, thou'ſt convinc'd me now, 
That ev'ry mortal at thy ſhrine muſt bow: 
For tis as fix'd as the decree of fate, 

Our hearts we muſt exchange, or ſoon, or late: 
Well pleas'd, the god his plumy pinions tries, 
Smil'd gracious, and reſumes his native ſkies.  - 


ON THE DEATH OF ae INFANT. | 

\AREWELL, ſweet « babe dy pain and, coils are 
; e Atte ul 
Thou ſleep'ſt in peace, and . no moro: 
Juſt heay'n, who looks into the book of fate, 
Snatch'd thee from trouble, envy, grief, and has ! 
From num'rous ills which mortals doth 1 
And which no mortal foreſight can defend. 
Thrice happy babe, I envy not thy bliſs, 
Yet gladly wou'd exchange thy ſtate for bus. J bn oF 
Diſtracted life Tm doom'd to undergo, #95 ff 
And ſtruggle thro” while I remain below: 
Whilſt thou in everlaſting bliſs doth maſt; rod 
And i in thy Maker's n biet! 75/7 


17 * 74 


And ſhew you ſtill to nations can give law: | 


Amidſt the pwr doſt Fg FA, ing 
Cert dae to thy God and king. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCLXX, ON THE RUMOR 


or Ame e ALL PARTIES. 


ow, Bede is, che only time to ew 
That you are to your king and country true: 
Now with your king unite both heart and hand, 
Repel the foe, and guard your happy land- 


Whate'er you do, let civil diſcord. ceaſe, 


Vanquiſh the foe, but keep internal peace; 
For while you loyal to your ſov'reign prove, | 
And live harmoniouſly in peace and love; 
The world combin'd can never do you harm, 
Your friendſhip gainſt it proves a latent charm: 
For this your enemies ſhall ever know, 


England alone can be to England foe. 

But if amongſt yourſelves you blow the flames, 
Each foreign foe will ſtart up with their claims; 

Each petty prince will join them one and all, 


And ſtrive our godlike nation to enthrall. 
Boldly unite, the ſword of juſtice draw, 


Fear not, convince them that the free and brave 10 


Can cer be victors Oer the ſhackled flave; 4 
Let but the king and people but 6 
Not dire Bellona with her horrid pie 3 117 


4 | . 
Ca 
« $34.4 $ 2 "4 ö * 
" q N - ; » o 
2 . * 8 144% * - 44S 8 
; f . x ; * : * 


* 
8 2 * — 5 — bs — — N 
P ——— 


* ae 


— 2 9 - 
a I — — 
p07 pe oe, > 


3 e * n 
— "EM 
_ Ms * e 44 S * 
— — Q. bot, + - Low er INE * * 
=» © " 
+ — 
4 A 


— On 
A 


STIs 
2 
L be 


— 


9 — 
os ger 
— 


n 
r 
— 


r ———— 2 a 


5 
F 
5 
\ 
} 
1 
. = 
= 
v8 
_ 
7% 
Wo 
4 
Wo 


162 ORIGINAL. POEMS. 5 


Can Cer Britannia s happineſs deſtroy, 

Nor arts or arms ſhall daſſ her ſmalleſt joy: 
Protect the royal nation in your arms, 

Oh! ſhield the weeping fair one from all harms 
For ſhou'd ſhe fall, the fall will be your own, 
And with her ruins you muſt likewiſe down. 


Be brave, and make her your peculiar care, 


Cheriſh and e' er defend the heav n- born fair; 


Honor your king, protect his empire ſtill, 


And Jove ſhall you preſerve from ev'ry ill. 
Hail, royal George! lo, on my bended knee, 
All joy and happineſs do wiffr to thee : 
May tranquil blifs attend thy happy reign, 


And heav'n thy royal dignity maintain, 


This of my God I ardently implore, 
And neer will ceaſe till life's ſhort ſtage is o'er 
And ev'n in death my pray'rs ſhall be for thee, 
That heav'n may grant thee true  felicity. 


IMPROMPTU, of 
To A GENTLEMAN WHO SAID 1 HAD NO uon, 
BECAUSE I COULD NOT REMEMBER ALL I READ. 


N ancient times immortal Plato told, 
That memory's the place the muſes hold; 
Of which ſhe's parent; how then can it be, 
Who courts them daily ſnou'd want memory ? 2 
Sometimes I own a genius may be puzzled, 
Wich queſtions cramp their judgments may be 
muzzled: 0 1 ; 
| 2 


# 
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Yet this no want of memory implies, 
Than want of ſight to thoſe who have their eyes, 
Shou'd be accounted blind, becauſe that they 
Can't look againſt the ſun in open day. 

This truth I own, I never yet indeed 

E'er met with one remember'd all they read. 
Then find me one, my friend, and if you can 

I'll own the Phenix, be't woman or man, 


* * 


A SERIOUS een 


HO virtue, yt diſtreſſed, "OY no friend, 
It ſtill ſhall riſe ſuperior in the end 
If not on earth, this happineſs is giv- n, 
Yet "wall enjoy: immortal bliſs 1 in heav'n. 


THE NOBLE MIND. 


HE noble mind no dangers can appall, 
It ſmiles at fate, and calmly meets them all ; 
And if it ever is by chance diſmay'd, 
It ſummons fortitude to lend her aid : 
By her ſuſtain'd it fears no kind of ill, 
But greatly dares, and reigns triumphant ſtill, 
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iber. 


Fuerst again to thee 4 tune the re, 


Inform my muſe with more than mortal fire 3 
To me thy ſacred energy impart, te 


Ma +54 =» .1\Þ 


"To ſing the feelings of a grateful heart: 
Hence ev'ry other paſſion from my breaſt, *' 
Let it by friendſhip ſolely be poſſeſs d. 
Friendſhip on earth; thou greateſt, trueſt bis 


In heav'n, perfect ſource of joy in this: 


Terreſtrial and imperſect {rate; F) 


Our cares co ſooth, Juſt heab'n did thee create. 
To thee, O goddeſs, heav'nly fair divine, 7 

Daily I offer incenſe on thy ſhrine; © > 
Tread the ſoft paths of thy divine abodes, 


And taſte the joys of angels and of gods. 


O pow'r divine, I feel thy influence, 
The greateſt gift that heav'n can diſpenſe ; 


I by thy aid can ev'ry ill deſpiſe, 

While Pm poſſeis'd of ſuch a godlike prize; ; 

1 ſmile at fortune, and 1 brave: nerace, © 
Fearleſs of her, of calumny, of hate. | 
Fail, ſpotleſs friendſhip! thou relief from care, 
That gives true joy, and baniſhes deſpair ; | 
By thee ſuſtain'd the ills of life we brave, 


And fearleis venture o'er life's ſtormy wave 


| Whole frorms. can never long depreſs that heart, 


Which unto fr ndſhip may its s griefs1 impart ; 


| Whoſe 
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Whoſe gen'rous offices diſpel all fears, 

Renew our joys and wipe away our tears : 

Such thou, my dear my ever honor'd, friend! 

Who deigns my happineſs e'er to attend; 

Thou, who reliev'd the troubles of my mind, 
And baniſh'd all my ſorrows to the wind ; : + 
To thee my ſong I'll ever dedicate, .. 1 
Whoſe ſoul's poſſeſsd of all that's good * great: ; 
For bleſſings on thee, heav'n I'll implore, 

And while I live, thy name Pll Cer adore, 

Thy worth by me embalm'd ſhall ever live, 
Long as mankind ſhall on this earth ſurvive, . + 


% 
„ Be 


F heav'n for me hath any bliſs deſign'd 
May I that joy in laſting friendſhip find; 
| Grant me, ye gods! ! to find a faithful 1 e 
To which my grief, or joy, I may impart; 1 
And may that heart be ſo much like my owa, 
That *twixt the tyco no difference may be known, | 
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10 MISS OUNSHAM ON HER SENDING ME THE FOL- 


LOW NG VERSES. 


 DESCEND ye muſes, and aſſt my lays, 
O teach me how to ſing dear Nancy's praiſe; 
In ſofteſt rapture I'd extol her fame 
Then hear my pray'rs and aid the darling theme, | 
The charm, the ſapient maid can give, 
In Williams, ſee the ſacred bleſſing live; 
Daughter of wiſdom, lovely charming maid, 
Beauties like thine, with time can never fade, 
And when the fleeting joys of life are o'er, 

O ſafely waft her to the peaceful ſhore ! 
While ev'ry muſe with tears bedew thy ſhrine, 
May angels ſing eternity is thine! _ 


EAR lovely fair, 1 cannot well impart, 5 
To thee the grateful feelings of my heart, 


For thy good wiſnes, but ſhall e' er revere 
Thy gen'rous ſoul, and ever hold thee dear: 
A heart like thine, from pride and envy free, 

Is fatal truth almoſt a rarityz __ 

A rara avis, that is ſeldom 3 

And dwells but in the noble mind alone: 
Oh! may'ſt thou cer truth's flow ry paths purſue, - 
And may'ſt thou er NP: honor 1 in thy view 3 


May 
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May virtue ever be thy guard and guide, 
And over every thought and act preſide ; 
As time wheels round, and, as thy years. increaſe, 
May each be mark'd with ſmiling happineſs, 
May care and grief be ſtrangers to thy ſoul, 
May malice ne'er thy peace of mind controul. 
Moſt charming nymph ! lo, here I Prophecy: ; 
Thou'lt raiſe a laſting name that ne'er ean die Þ 
For when it pleaſes Jove, thou art no more, 
And landed ſafely on the elyſian ſhore ; 
While time ſhall laſt, pride of thy ſex | thy name 
Shall find a place within the lifts of fame. 
Farewell, dear miſs, tis time to make an end, 
I proud am to ſubſcribe myſelf your friend. 


* UDE NCE. 


1 thou in life would'ſt be fupcemely bleſt, 

1 With prudence act, and leave to heav- n the reſt ; 

| $o ſhall thy life in rapture paſs away, | 
With chearful mind and heart ſerenely gay. N 


co READING THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 


'Y friend, a pattern for each female ſee |. 
Let ſoft Euphraſia your example be.; 
If on her gen'rous plan you form your mind, 
You'll never fail to captivate mankind, 


Firſt, 


# 


Firſt, filial virtue ſhould your heart command, 
Love and reſpect to him you give your hand, 
To him ſhew all the ſoftneſs of your ſex, 
Study to pleaſe, but never to perplex; 
So ſhall you live by all good men rever'd, 

And only by the wicked ſnhall be fear'd. 


'ON READING THE WEST IN DñTAN. 
ATYR and comedy combine to ſhew 
Our greateſt merits and our foibles too; 
Loet each with candor read, and here e he 
A juſt and honeſt portrait of mankind ; 
The noble ſoul is juſtly to you ſhewn, 
And villains drawn in colours all their own. 
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1MPROMPTU, 
ON THE DEATH 'OF J. CALCRAFT): ES 


. 


— 2 : * 


TOP. cond ſhade,” ant 1 aſſur d 1 thin i 

Feer thou arriveſt at the realms of bliſs ; 3 
Oh! let thy friendly ſoul a. moment ſtay, 

And deign to hear what I have got to ſay: | 
My ſecond father! deareſt, faithful friend ! 

Thy name I'll honor till my life's ſad end- 
It I'll engrave within my grateful heart 
Nor. ſhall it from my memory depart; 
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What tho' the ſculptor, when thou' rt laid in duſt, 

Shall o'er thy manes fix the well carved buſt: 

A nobler monument to thee I'll raiſe, 

And all the world ſhall echo forth thy praiſe : | 
The ſpotleſs friendſhip which thou'ſt ſhewn to me, 

By me ſhall ever celebrated be. | 

Lo! here, behold my tears unfeigned fw, 

»Tis all that I on thee can now beſtow ; 
Still while I live for thee each day I'll mourn, 
With heart-felt tears will L bedew. thy urn. 
Farewell, dear friend, mayſt thou in heav'n enjoy 

Untainted happineſs without alloy: 

May guardian angels o'er thee requiems ſing, 

And introduce thee to their heav als ing.” 


THE REAPERS) AN IMITATION. 


Mad. 
RT thou diſeas'd, or art thou idle grown, 
That thus thy arms thou . and walk'ſt 
alone? 
Juſt like a ſheep that's wounded with a thorn, 
Thou loit'reſt ſtill behind, and ſeem'ſt forlorn. 
What wilt thou do when fol ſhoots forth his ray, 
I thus thou droop'ſt beneath the new-born day? 
Sure thou wilt faint beneath the mid- day heat, 
Since now ſo flow thou mov'it thy _ feet. 
Barrus. 
Sure thou art form'd of adamant or . 


Or thou an abſent friend woud'ſt never mock. . 
8 Miro. 


* 


„ onieNAT rorus 
| Mio. 5 


None but fach fools as thou mind abſent friends, 
. bus neſs here will anſwer more thy ends. 505 
Barros, © © 0 6 . 
Did 1 ne'er yet to weakneſs thee betray, 
Diſturb thy dreams, and chaſe thy yy ih; ? 
; Miro. 
Oh! | heav'h keep me from that cruel fate ; 
| Reapers, beware, and ſhun the flatt ring beit. 
e 
Nine tedious days this paſſion has poſſeſs'd, 
With Cupid's raging flames, my tortur'd breaſt ;/ 
My ſenſes are confus'd, I burn, I die, 
And all my bus'neſs does neglected lie: 
I cannot reap, my flocks neglected lies, 
For I am ſlain by her bewitching eyes. . 
At Hippocioon!'s feaſt ſhe did appear, 
She pip'd, and Piping charm'd each eye and ear 
Milo. 
The gods for ſome old ſin this evil ſent, * , 
The devil now plagues thee for a life miſpent,' # 
— BarTvs. 
Do not inſult; of Cupid's darts beware, 
J hope to live to ſee thee 1 in the ſnare, 


Mes, . 


As you're a poet, now begin the lay, 0 g 
T will make work light, and ſhorten much the he day, 
. BArrus. | 72 


For once. 0 muſe, ait the poet's ſongs, 
For unto thee all harmony belongs. 97 5 


- Deareſt 
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Deareſt Bombyce, ceaſe to frown on me, 

They call thee brown, I ſwear thou'rt fair to me; 
Let do not bluſh; the violet is black, 

And hyacinths are letter'd on the back; 

Vet hoth for garlands fit, and both are 2 


Wolves eat young kids, young kids the green leaves 


eat. 
So ſweet Bombyce; Battus follows thee ; 
Oh! charming maid, beſtow one ſmile on me: 
Hard is my lot to be thus poor and low, 5 
Had I but Creſus“ wealth, I wou'd beſtow 
It all on thee, my lovely ſhepherdeſs, . 
If thou with one ſoft ſmile wou'dſt Battus bleſs: 
Thy ftatue ſhou'd in yonder temple ſtand 
In ſolid gold, wrought by the artiſt's hand; 
Thou playing on thy pipe, while' humble me; 
In dancing poſture, wou'd be plac'd by thee. 
Deſpiſe me not, my deareſt, cauſe I'm poor, 
For were I rich, I hou'd alike adore : 
For thee, dear maid, my heart is fill'd with care, 
If thou re not kind, thy Battus muſt deſpair. 
. 
Oh! Gly lover, chad ſimple bard, 
There's no one ſure ſuch verſes can . 
Therefore, my friend, I pray thoſe dull lines how, 
"They'll lull thy mother when inclin'd to ſleep. 
But ſee, the ſun is haſt'ning to the weſt, | 
Well ft to ſport, and then go home to reſt. 
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IMPROMPTU, 
ON REAPING THAT A GENTLEMAN PROPOSED THE: 
FOLLOWING LINE FROM caro FoR AN EPITAPH: 
ON. GENERAL WOLFE. | 


How beautiful is death, when earmd by virtue! 


EAT H earn'd by virtue's beautiful indeed! 
For her and honor does the hero bleed; 48 
In ſearch of them each danger he explores, 
O'er ſeas, rocks, mountains, and in hoſtile ſnores: 
Purſuing them no dangers can he fear, 
He ventures all for them he holds moſt dear: 2 


Tis they alone that leads to victory; 


Or ſhou'd the hero falF moſt gloriouſly,.. 
Tis they alone ſecures him laſting fame, 
And while time lives, an everlaſting name: 


More than their progeny can cer enfure, 
For they may end, but time ſhall &er endure. 
Therefore, IJ hope the world will own for true, 


That Wolfe deſerves an epitaph that's new. 


Do thou, Apollo, every muſe inſpire, 


Do thou inſtruct them how to tune the Iyre :: 25 

Thy ſacred energy to them impart, 

To ſing his worth without the help of art. 

Oh! let his deeds be ſung in heav'nly ftrains,. 

For mortal bards wou'd but diſgrace his manes: 

If cer 16 peans were prefer'd to thee, or 

Eor once, oh! hear this ardent pray'r from me- 
6-550 
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© let the ſacred nine with thee conjoin'd, 
Write ſomething on him to amaze mankind ; 
Vet nothing more than to his merit's due, 
But worthy of himſelf and worthy you. 


\ 


173 


AN HUMBLE PLAN FOR. AN EPITAPH ON GENERAL. 
' WOLFE. | 


/ 


EHOLD the tribute 515 to virtue's meed, 
* re honour'd thus, who for their country 
bleed ; 
A grateful nation conſecrates this hirkits: 
To render Wolfe's courageous name divine, 
Whom death nor danger never could appal, 
Nor venal views his gen'rous ſoul enthral : 
Loet Rome, Greece, Sparta, of their heroes ſing, 
Let every climate their examples bring, 
Of their commanders either old or new, 
Who empires, ſtates, and kingdoms did ſubdue. 
In Wolfe behold them ev'ry one conjoin'd, = 
He roſe a perfect model for mankind , 
Placid his temper, harmleſs as the dove, 
To all who did his king and country love, 
But terrible in arms he did appear, 
And fill'd each haughty foe with dread and fear: 
Proud Gallia to her coſt ſhall ever tell, _ 
What numbers at Quebec before him fell; 
What, tho? his blood bedew'd the ſanguine plain, 
His deeds immortal ever thall remain! 


With 


. ee eee 
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Like him purſue her ſtill moſt ardently, 
And ſhould you in the glorious conflict die, 
It is but death, yet death with honor gain d, 
And heav'n by you the ſooner is attain'd: 
As death, we know, muſt be the fate of all, 
No matter if this hour or next we fall : 
Then, ſince *tis ſo, moſt arduouſly purſue 


| With time his name ſhall be tranſmitted down: 
3 Eternal glory ſhall his mem'ry crown. 
x Oh! Britons when you ſhall this ſculpture ſee, 
*' Drop not a tear to his lov'd memory! 
1 For tears enervate, but let it inſpire 
3 And fill your ſouls with emulative fire: 
| Thro' honor's paths his footſteps till to trace, 
1 Then you Britannia never can diſgrace ; 


Heroic deeds, with honor ſtill in view, 
Then if you fall, *tis Phenix-like to riſe 
= In ſpicy odours to your native ſkies: 
W While here, undying honor ſhall attend 
= Your warlike names, till this great ob ſhall end, 
E 
0 | . 5 IMPROMPTU, 
= l READING AN EPITAPH OFFERED TO THE SOQLETY 
E | AT ALMACK'S FOR GENERAL WOLFE. 
os 


HE muſe replies, no cauſe there | is to mourn, 4 
Or with one tear bedew the hero s urn, 
Fo or "while time lives his fame ſhall e or” ſurvive, 
And, tho in duſt, in name e ſhall ever live. 
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In England's . ſons ſhall emulation raiſe, 5 
Whoſe deeds immortal ſhall reſound his praiſe: 
More genuine praiſe than we can e'er beſtow, 
Tho? all the nine combin'd his worth to ſhew. 
One action that from emulation ſprings 

Exceeds all praiſe of muſes, ſtates, and kings; 
*Tis this that muſt our heroes deify, 

Tis this ſecures them immortality. 

The buſt may moulder, ſculpture fade away, 
But virtuous actions never can decay 

While native valour glows in Briton's veins, 

So long ſhall honor'd be great Wolfe's remains z 
Therefore no muſe ſhould o'er the hero weep, 
Who underneath in peace doth ſweetly ſleep, 
Till the laſt trump ſhall ſummon him on high, 
O'er fin and death to gain the victory z 
Then mourn not muſe, but praiſes to him ſing, 
Who dying ſerv'd his country and his king. 


\ 


10 MY DEAR DISINTER ESTED FRIEND, 
ANTHONY robp, . 


NOME, faithful muſe, from earth to heavy n 9 
. 

While attempt to praiſe my faithful friend 

Inſpire my ſoul with energetic fire, 

And dictate to me, while I tune the lyre : 

To Todd I fain would conſecrate the ſong, 

F or heav? n-born friendſhip does to > him belong ; 

Friendſhip 
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'Friendihip diſint'reſted and nobly great, 
Which chears my heart amidſt the ſtorms of fate ; 
Oh! how ſhall I my ſentiments impart, 

Or paint the dictates of my grateful heart? 

It cannot be ! all I can do's to pray 

For his felicity both night and day; 


Oh! may each joy Jehovah can beſtow, 


May ev'ry bliſs that mortals here can know, 


Ever attend him, and each {ſmiling hour 


Add to his health, his merit and his pow'r ; 
May no black hour ariſe to daſh his joy, 
But each bring happineſs without alloy ; _ 
And when it is the great command of Jove, 
That he from hence to heav'n muſt remove ; 


Let death not raſhly ſtrike the pointed dart, 


Bur may he in tranquility depart; 


May he not feel his pow'r, but ſweetly ſleep, 


While o'er his manes each grateful heart ſhall weep T 
While he above a ſure reward ſhall prove, | 
And ſhare with ſeraphs friendſhip and true love. 
Yes, heav'n, my friend, fhall ſure reward on high, 
With bliſs and joy to all eternity. 

The ſtars ſhall fade, the ſun and moon decay, 

And this great globe ſhall moulder all away; 

But heav'n- born friendſhip ever ſhall ſurvive, 
And unto all immenſity ſhall live; 
Yes, thoſe-who do the orphan's cauſe defend, 

Shall in Omnipotence e'er find a friend! 


EPITAPH 


ontots At POEMS. uw 


EPITAPH rox eturzas wor rk. 


Pepin, b behold, within chi ſilent urn 

Great Wolfe's W ee 1 pray, forbear to 
mourn. 33 

Youth ſperit with virtue is mature old age, 

And fills with wond'rous deeds th' hiſtoric page: 

For acts like his, when they're in ſtory told, 

Tho! ſhort your date, you will appear as old: 

A youth well ſpent deſerves due honor, more 

Than thoſe who are arrived at fourſcore; 

Who live inactive, nor their country ſerve; 

From Britiſh hearts can never praiſe deſerve; _ 

In Wolfe, youth's fire and ſenſe of age were join d 

Heroic valor filld his godlike mind. | 

Then ſcorn to grieve, but like him draw the ford, 

 Whene'er your gracious ſov*reign gives the word; 

Whene'er your, country's liberty's at ftake, 

Like him for honor all your friends forſake ; 

Like him with ardor meet th' imperious foe, 

And like him teach your enemy to know, 

That Britons to the foe their breaſt's wilt bare, 

And for their king and country nobly dare: 

For by all nations it was e er confeſs d. 

That genuine courage fills the Engliſh breaſt: 

Then ſhed not tears, but 15 peans fing; ; 

Revere the hero, and freſh laurels bring: 

Each day with them bedeck his much-lov'd grave, 

Who fought 'gainſt them his „ wou' d enſlave. 
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For know, tho? here in duſt his body lies, 
His ſoul is mounted to his native ſkies ;. 
And tho! he yielded unto heav'n his breath, 


He roſe victorious o'er them een in death: 
And while this globe is fill'd with his renoWn,.. 


Above he wears an everlaſting crown 


Of glory, and with angels doth he ſhare 


Of joys ineffable, beyond compare. 


ON READING AN ESSAY ON EDUCATION... 


Es, women if they. dar'd, wou'd nobly ſoar, 
; Andev'ry art and ſcience wou'd explore: 
Tho' weak their ſex, their notions are refin d. 


And e' er wou'd prove a bleſſing to mankind: 
If they our free- born minds wou'd not enſlave, 


No other boon of heav'n they need to crave; 


But while our minds in fetters are enchain' d. 
Rely on it, your hearts will e' er be pain'd : 


While diſſipation fondly we purſue, 


Believe, we {mall regard can have for . J 


Be it your taſks our intellects to aid, 
And you with tenfold int'reſt will be paid; 
Improve our morals, us to honor guide, 
And teach us vice from virtue to divide: 
And far as our weak geniuſſes can go, 
Let us each uſeful theme of learning know. : 
d *Ts 


FS 
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"Tis then, and then alone you'll fully prove, 
There is no bleſſing like conjugal love. 
Thus form'd, the humble friend you'll find for life, 
The faithful comforter, and loving wife. 
Shou'd ſickneſs come, ſhe will attend thee ſtill, 
And ever be obedient to thy will; 
Shou'd cares attend, | as who from cares are free? 
A faithful counſellor ſhell prove to thee: 
Tho? ev'ry friend thy ſuffrings ſhou'd deſert, 
In her thowlt find a true and conſtant heart; ET 
Who all thy woes will chearfully partake, 
And ſuffer all for thy beloved ſake. 
Be gen'rous then, and us to knowledge lead, 
And happineſs to you will ſure ſucceed: 
Then ſacred Hymen ſhall in triumph reign, 
And all be proud to wear his pleaſing chain. 


QUEEN ANNE BOLEYN'S LAST LETTER TY: KING 


HENRY VIII. ATTEMPTED IN VERSE. 


O thee, Gar Hh doth thy loving wiſe 
Send this epiſtle to implore for life; 
And prays your majeſty an ear wou'd lend 
Unto thoſe woes which her poor heart doth rend. 
Juſt heav'n can witneſs I am innocent, 
What is the cauſe of my impriſonment: 5 
Nor know I whence your {ad diſpleaſure flows, 
Which robs me of all comfort and repoſe: 5 


A A 2 Whereas 
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Whereas you ſend unto your loyal wife 
Her enemy, who thirſteth for her life ; 
Deſiring that I wou'd the truth confeſs, þ rev” 
And own my crimes, and you will grant redreſs. - v 
By this, my liege, tis eaſy to percelye, a. 5 
That my hard fate no mortal can.retrieve: -/ ...... . 
The fatal meſſage I ſoon underſtood, 5 
That nothing cou'd appeaſe you but my 7 blood, bis 7 
But if confeſſing of a truth will do, | 
My lord, FlI aillicals confeſs to you, 
That from my duty I have neyer ſwerv'd, _ 
Nor this hard uſage from your hands Frog 
Do not imagine that I'll &'er comply _ 
My life to fave, to tell my lord a lie; 
No: ] will ſooner brave my fate and die. b 
| You'd have your duteous wite confeſs a fault, 
Which ſhe did ne'er commit, not ev'n Sy: — | 
Therefore, if I the truth to you muſt tell, 
No prince e' er had a wife that lov'd fo well; 
All duty and affection unto you I owe, _ 
And love you more than all things here below. 
In Anne Boleyn, you, my lord, have found 
A duteous wife, &er ſince you had me crown d. : 
I in my ſtation cou'd have been content, ROY 
Then theſe unhappy hours I ne'er had ſpent. _ 
If heav'n and you, my lord, had fo thought fit, 
With eale and happineſs: I'd liv'd in it: 
My God can witneſs, ſince I've been your queen, 
This fatal | change I ever. have. foreſeen : > cer cen e WP!s 
Becau 
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Becauſe the terms, on which your royal grace 
Did honor me with that exalted place, 
Were wrought by fancy, therefore could I ſee, 
In time *twou'd proye the very ſame to me; 

That on the fight of any one more fair, 
Your grace ſhou'd like, you'd leave me to deſpair ; 3. 
But as you've choſen me from low eſtate 
To be your queen, and made me truly great, 

And gave me all things, more than my deſert, 
Yet, Henry, as thou hadſt my virgin heart! 
Some pity thou at leaſt to me may'ſt give, 
And, as thou lov'dſt me once, O] bid me live 

Let not the councel of mine enemies, | 27 

Who fill thy kingly ears with tales and lies, „ 
So far withdraw from me thy royal love, | 
That their vile arts may my deſtruction prove; 

Let not the crimes which to my charge they lay, 
Prove a pron to take my life away : 
For heav'n's ſake compaſſion on me take ! 

Oh! rat me, for my much lov'd infant's ſake ; 
For, if I die with this infamous blot, 
Then baſtardy will be her fatal lot: 

Try me, my liege, and if I guilty © 
Conſign me o'er to death and laſting ſhame ; 

Tf 0; FU willingly reſign my N 
And patiently ſubmit myſelf to death; 

Let not mine enemies to judge me come, . 
For if they ſhould, I can foreſee my « doom; "Ro 
For tho I'm innocent, my life they'll have, 
- HY Hf you your wife will not protect and fave; | 


% 
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But if a lawful trial I receive, 125 
I make no doubt but clearly I can give, 

Such proofs of innocence as will me clear, 

And make thy loyal wife more bright appear ; 

Or elſe my guilt will publicly be ſhewn, 

And all my follies to the world made. known ; 
Whate'er your grace may then intend to do, 
Free from all ſlander, you may ſafe purſue ; | 

From open cenfure you will then be freed, 

It by the laws my ſentence is decreed, 

Tour grace will then be ſet at liberty 

To chooſe another wife inſtead of me; 

Where your affections are already plac'd, 

Ohl there's the fatal rock by which I am Ae d; 

Some time ago the fair I could have nam'd, | 

For whom I'm now abandon'd and derm d; 

But if my death already is decreed, 

If for your fatal paſſion I muſt bleed, 

I humbly pray to God, he will forgive _ 

This horrid ſin, and grant that you may live, 


Vntil your crimes fincerely you repent, 


And may your hard'ned heart at laſt relent. 
Likewiſe mine enemies, who have abus'd 
Thy royal ears, and foully me miſus'd, 
I beg of God they too may be forgiv'n; 
For which I ardently will pray to heav'n. 
When at the judgment ſeat I ſhall appear, 
And with confuſion thou ſhalt meet me there, « 
May all thy fins be then forgiven thee, 5 
And the hard uſage thou haſt ſhewn to me, 
And may'ſt thou 1 25 to all eternity = 
0 There, 
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There, notwithſtanding all this worldly ſpite, 
F ſhall appear immaculately white, 
And ſpotleſs as celeſtial angels are; 
Then, who can gueſs thy horror and deſpair? 
The laſt requeſt of you, my lord, I crave, 
Is that your heart wou'd ſome compaſſion have 
On thoſe unhappy perſons, which I hear 1 
Are for me puniſh'd, and impriſon'd are, 
But humbly beg my fate they may not ſhare; 3 
They're innocent, as heav'n my witneſs 1 3 
Or may I be deny'd a ſtate of bliſs. 
My deareft lord, if Anna Boleyn's name 
Was pleaſing to your royal ears, or came 
With thrilling tranſports to your princely heart, 
Grant my requeſt, e'er J this life depart ; 
And ſo, my lord, to trouble you Þll ceaſe, 


6 Wiſhing you health, tranquility, and peace. 


Adieu, my lord, my life, my deareſt love ! 
May heav'n propitious to you ever prove! 
I pray unto the Holy Trinity, 
That thou may'ſt ever bleſt and happy be; 
That guardian angels may thee keep, 
And guard thy perſon, waking or aſleep; 
With pray'rs for thy dear life, I ſtill remain 
| Your loving wife, till death ſhall end my pain: 
This from my doleful priſon have I penn'd, 
Within the Tow'r where my ſad life muſt end; 
From whence from earth I ſhall to heay” n fly, 
And ſhare of bliſs to all eternity, | 
With joy this earthly diadem lay down, 
As well aſſur'd of an immortal crown. 
| 5 e _ AD. 
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A DIVINE ODE. 


| . | 
"HEN all thy goodneſs, gracious lord! 
My grateful ſoul ſurveys; 
: wy foirits fly with one accord, 
To echo forth thy praiſe, 
5 - 
When 1 was toſs'd on boiſt'rous ſeas 
Of trouble and deſpair, 
My troubled heart thou ſoon did'ſt eaſe, 
And bade me not deſpair. 
III. 

1 pray'd thou'dit raids me up a friend 
To eaſe my tortur'd breaſt; 
Thou ſoon didft thy aſſiſtance lend, 

And granted my requeſt. 
OT IV. 
For which Tu hallelujahs ang 
Unto thy heav'nly name; 
And e'er, my glorious lord and king! 
Will e thy 8 
. 
To cher, my God! while I ſurvive, 
My daily pray'rs I'll ſend, 
While on this earthly globe 1 live, | 
Dntil my life ſhall end. * 


Co 
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| td To ne 
My conſtant praiſe ſhall be to thee, 
Thy name I'll &er adore, 
And worſhip thee continually, 
Till time ſhall be no more. 


A FAREWELL LETTER FROM A LADY THAT WAS GIVEN 


| OVER BY HER PHYSICIANS, TO HER HUSBAND, WHO 


WAS-A COLONEL ABROAD.—1MIiTATED FROM THE 
SPECTATOR. 8 8 5 2 "a 


En. this can reach the man whom J adore, 
Thou beſt of huſbands, I ſhall be no more: 

The tender names of huſband and of love, 

Alas! to me of no concern will prove: 

That dire diſtemper, which you went away 

And left me in, your country to obey, 

Still day by day upon me doth increaſe, 

And I a ſtranger am to reſt or eaſe : 

All my phyſicians now confeſs, and own, 
That my diſeaſe incurable is grown : 

They tell me I much longer can't ſurvive, 

That ' tis impoſſible for me to live 

O'er one ſhort week, my love; and therefore 15 
Altho' my ſpirits fail, can't eaſy die, 

Unleſs a laſt adieu to thee I ſend, 

Thou matchleſs huſband, and has peerleſs friend. 

The ardent love, my dear, I have for you, 
n. up my heart to write this laſt adieu: ; 


W 


n 


16 ORIGINAL POEMS. 


The agonies of death I little dread, ; 

By death from racking pains ſhall I be freed þ.: | 
Believe my vows, I ſolemnly declare, 
1 ſmile at that, to part with thee, my care. 
When I'm no more, let this thy comfort be, 
Thy wife from vicious crimes was wholly free: 
Therefore no guilt hangs heavy on my ſoul, 
Nor nothing can my flight to heav'n controul. 
Theſe my laſt hours moſt happily I ſpend _ 
In pleaſing thoughts, that nought our loves cou'd end: 
Sweetly rememb'ring in our youthful prime, 
How happily we us'd to ſpend our time: 
No anxious jars'or quarrels hurt our eaſe, 
For all was harmony, and love, and peace, 
When one was griev'd, the other bore a part, 
For both of us had but one ſoul and heart. 
Therefore I grieve I am compelFd away, 
That with my love no longer I may ſtay: : 

No more the name of friend and huſband boaſt, 
But in oblivion be for ever loſt; 
And hope there's nothing criminal in this, 
Grieving to leave a ftate of ſo much bliſs; 
A ſtate that inſtituted was by heavnn, 
The greateſt bleſſing to mankind was givn: 
As we have liv'd up to its ſacred laws, 
And never giv'n each other the leaſt cauſe 
Fer to repent the laſting knot we ty'd, _ 
And nought but death cou'd our firm love divide, 
I hope, my dear, if grief for leaving thee, 
bY tis a crime, will be forgiv'n me. 
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As we no more of the next life do be 5 
But that the juſt to happineſs doth gj; * 
And that the ſinful ones, whene'er they oo” . 
Are doom'd in everlaſting flames to ny. 
Why may not I, to alleviate my grief, 
And give my tortur'd breaſt ſome ſmall Aer 7 . 
Pleaſe my poor languid heart, to think I may 
Be near thee ſtill to guard thee day by day; 
All thy tranſactions in this life to know, _ 
And tho? unſeen, protect thee whilſt below ? 
May not I hope, than when thou troubled art, 
Comfort to thee, my love, I may impart ? 
Here give me leave, my deareſt, to exprels, 
My huſband dear, the real happineſs 
I feel to think, if I that taſk cou'd gain, 
Thee to relieve from grief and racking pain; 5 
Or that I might thy guardian angel be, 
And from all kind of danger ſet thee frees 
That I thy eye-lids with ſoft ſleep may cloſe, 
Convey thee pleaſing dreams, and ſweet repoſe : 
If dreadful fevers thy dear frame ſhou'd ſeize, 
1 might be preſent all thy pains to eaſe : 
When thou'rt in battle ſtill to hover round, 
And keep thee from the enemy” $ fel wound ; 8 
Thy better genius ever to remain, 
Incapable of fleſhly wound or pain: 
In ev'ry place upon thee to await, þ.3 
And ſhield thee from the hand of n kate, 
Where Þ have wiſh'd when woman, much to go 


To ſhare N plealurts; and partake thy woe, 
5 „ - Theſe 
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Theſe are the thoughts with which, my huſband dear, 
J warm my death-ſtruck heart while I am here; 
But who my agonies cf mind can tell os 

Or who the ont of my ſoul reveal ? 
Whene'er I think what pains will rack thy breaſt, 
When thou'rt inform'd of my eternal reſt : 

But I'll no longer on the ſubject dwell, 

Becauſe I know thou. loveſt me ſo well: 

If I adviſe, *twill but augment thy grief, 

The more I offer comfort or relief; 

My lateſt breath I'll dedicate to you : | 

Farewell, my deareſt love, my life adieu! 

For I thy lovely face no more ſhall ſee, 

But my laſt oriſons ſhall be for thee; 
That heav'n to thee. may e'er propitious prove, 
8 Keep, and defend, and guard, my faithful love ! 
My love for thee I have not words to tell, 
Adieu! once more thou beſt of men farewell! 


co THE DEATH OF A LADY OF QUALITY, WHO WAS | 
NOT MORE CONSPICUQUS FOR HER TITLES, THAN 
HER VIRTUES. | | : 1 


HAT means my heart, why doſt thou flutter ſo? 
Ah! what means all this agoniſing woe? 
Why art thou ſo with poignant grief weigh'd down? 
Tell me, my heart, the truth to me pray own: 
Why doſt thou aſk me ſuch ſad news to tell, 
The worſt cf woes that ever yet befel? 2 
. \ FE | Iluftrious _ 
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Illuſtrious Carolina is no more 
Whole loſs unfeign'd I ever muſt deplore; Bb 7 
She chear'd diſtreſs, ſhe dry'd the weeping eye, 
And from the indigent made ſorrow fly; . 
Where'er ſhe went, joys did her ſtill attend, 
Where'er ſhe went the pauper found a friend bed 
In her each ſocial virtue ſtood confeſt, 

With truth and honor inmates in her breaſt : 

But ah! alas, too cruel, cruel fate; 

Has ta'en her from us and her loving mate; 

By death ſnatch'd from us in the prime of life, 
The tend'reſt mother and the trueſt wife, 
Matchleſs was ſhe, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry grace, 
Her ſoul was ſpotleſs as her heaw nly face. 
Oh! never talk to me of joy again, 
All comfort now to me will prove in vain; _ 
Soft, ſoft, my heart, and lay thy ſorrow by! Ok 
| Attend that glorious viſion; in the ſky, | 
Mark how with kindred angels on each fide, _ 
Array'd in white, juſt like a blooming bride, N 
Fair Carolina ſeeks the bleſt — . ·— 
With angels, ſeraphs, and with demi- gods; 11 
A golden diadem her head ſurrounds, 
While all the holy hoſt of heav'n reſounds 
Hail Carolina, view thy Maker s face oat: ol 
Ten thouſand welcomes to. this glorious b Ax 
Dear Carolina, enter this bleſt nr... 
Then cares nor ſickneſs ſhall approach thee. more : 
Here taſte the bleſſings of a life well Hes, 
Partake immoral pail. and content; 


Behold | 
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Behold ſhe kneels before the” heav'nly KINGS 
While ſaints. and angels hallelujahs ling 4 
Ah me, I ſicken at the glorious ſight! - 
My ſpirits fail, mine eyes deny their light ; 
Refulgent glories {6 do round her ſhine, 
That hide her from thoſe ſinful eyes of mine. 
Farewel bleſt ſaint, be thou for ever bleſt! 1 
And in thy Maker's preſence ſweetly reſt; 
At the right hand of God enthron'd on Oh,” 
In W BIS x to > all home td 1 * 
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EHOLD | a pattern here for womankind ! 5 
By nature deck d with an exalted mind; ff 
Who'whore From. her, not by pedantic rules 3 
. Of muſty morals, taught | in rigid ſchools: 1 
1 The goddeſs dwelt in Rowe's fair breaft alone, T 
, And there triumphantly affix d her throne; 
Twas there ſhe all her heav*n-born power diplay', | 
While every gentle muſe afforded aid; _ 
By them inſpir'd ſhe nobly dar'd to ſoar, 
Creation, heaw'n, and earth ſhe did explore: . 
By them aſſiſted did her genius rife, 
1 To paint the beauties of the ambient ſkies: 
Nov great her thoughts when ſhe ber ſong de doth raiſe, 
In lofty numbers to her Maker's praife ? | 
No heart fo hard, but muſt its influence feel, 
 Valeſs tis made of adamant or ſteel 3 1 
5 | Language | 
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Language like mine cannot its force impart, 
Nor tell my ſenſibility of heart; 
Therefore unequal I the taſk reſign, 
Twas her's to teach, to imitate be mine? 
But thoughts are vain, and eloquence proves faint, 
Such noble energy as her's to paint. 
Turn we from this to friendſhip and to love, 
There ſhe the heav'nly mind doth fully prove; 
Friendſhip ſincere poſſeſt her candid breaſt, 
And virtuous love there fully ſhone confeſt; 
No boiſt*rous paſſions ruffled her calm ſoul, 
Nor envy could her gen'rous thoughts control 3 
Seraph divine, if e canſt now look down 
On mortals, hear my pray'r, my wiſhes crown! 
Let me thy ſecond be conſign'd to fame, 
1 aſk no more t ee w_ name. 


A 


„ OW 


6 . * o F "; . ” + * — 5 

. * . * * : 5 4 " , : » 2 4 " f 

* 4 1 - ; j 7 * 8 « * * 1 E fl pr 4 > - 
* 4 e. 8 1 * — 8 L © - 3 N ; 
„ — * + * 1 £ 2 N « - . . 3 1. 5 * -S þ ory W 4 1 1 4 
A 4 4 2 4 Y % * = . * 
1 N : 0 2 a 

| - PS. ws 


B — 
* * n * : , 
* 
a 
- 
: 2 


2 * . Bu * 5 5 1 . \ a N 
af . * 1 * LY - { 4 e 5 | 
a 5 ” 2 « N - , £ [ 2 8 : 
* * i 1 N * ? 
* * — 1 4 * * ts A 2 1 ” I £ ** . | , 
* N 3 LK. a 
i * ” 4 .. F 4 * at . i. * 4 
Vs * 7 Kg SF = 4 ? +, py © * 2. 
$ . . - N * * - 4 *1 ©. 745 4 5 
. . * £ - E . a 0 ' * . \ 
[5 1 7 % mY BY. 4 * by , 2 P 's web $ 
10 * 0 . 5 * * # . 22 55 * I a ** * y . 
5 * 7 £ 'S Z &; 
7 i ; | +. 
* ; * a 7 4 8 a 5 
dE, * . 1 - 24 5 *Y 1 & i 1 
ö , 2 : 7 # - a A : «vp 5 „ 8 Py oY 
* 1 4. 4 v * o _ a : * * + — 9 » bt FE 
= 9 5 8 "6g a 
1 N : 4 : 
. f 
= * 3 1 TS; «4 
| . 2 £54 7 7 A 
a3 ” ; : 3 | 5 | 
+»; Fl . B. 2 3 * 


2. 1. 9. for Gebus, read Getus. . 
| —. 1. 10. fir me wand' ring, read meandring- 1 . : „„ . 
EEE. e J. 19. for leaves, read braves, e e 1 
25. . 45. for voice, kad vice | 
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. 38. 127. for rag, read ra. Eo bats cakegd 
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70. I. 21. for all airy Joy, -read all his airy joy. 0 f SM , 
5 e. 1. 22. br all joys deſtroy, read all his joys deftroy.. 1 
| 77. I. 15. for Then hail, read Hail bim, 7-00 054 
>, Ing +. $0 1, 4. for truth, read youth. 
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i 139. 1. 21. for Kies, read ſky. EP f 
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6 142. I. 13. for Oh! ever make it read Oh! make it eder. 
| ; 144 I. 15. for Nor never did in cruel, read Nor ever did 
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